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ALONG THE OREGON TRAIL (Republic 1947) 


Directed by R.G. Springsteen 
Screenplay by Earle Snell 
Photography by Alfred S. Keller 
Musical Director: Mort Glickman 


Cast: Monte Hale, MONTE HALE; Sally Dunn, ADRIAN BOOTH; Gregg Thurston, CLAYTON 
MOORE; Jake Stoner, ROY BARCROFT; Max, MAX TERHUNE; Jim Bridger, WILL WRIGHT; 
Tom, WADE CROSBY; John Fremont, LEROY MASON; Driver, TOM LONDON; Kit Carson, 
FORREST TAYLOR; Themselves, FOY WILLING and THE RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. 


Story: 

Monte Hale, who with Kit Carson has been called to Ft. Leavenworth to guide the Fremont 
expedition into the uncharted wilds of the Oregon country, aids in the capture of an outlaw called 
Stoner. Monte is on his way to Ft. Bridger, a small stockade in the northwest territory, when Stoner 
escapes from jail. The outlaw makes for a rendezvous with Gregg Thurston, who has dreams of estab- 
lishing an empire of his own in the territory. The men attack a wagon train that is bringing a load of 
rifles to Ft. Bridger, but Monte happens on the ambush. Among the passengers in the train are the 
Purple Sagers and a girl, Sally. She is on her way to wed Thurston, unaware of his treasonable activities. 

Monte rides to Ft. Bridger for reinforcements. Here we learn that Thurston is an aide of Bridger, 
post commander. Thurston accompanies Monte and the rescue party, thus preventing the ambushing 
outlaws from firing on it. Thurston is disconcerted to find Sally — and to learn there isn’t anyone with- 
in a hundred miles who can tie the marital knot. Back at the fort, a party is thrown in Sally's honor. 
The outlaws choose this time to break into the warehouse and steal the consignment of rifles. Monte 
is knocked out and Thurston leads the pursuing party on a wild goose chase after the outlaws. 

Next day, Monte, accompanied by the treacherous Thurston, sets out to track the raiders. Monte 
becomes suspicious and Thurston finally confesses, trying to get Monte to go in with him. Turned down, 
Thurston gets the drop on Monte and leaves him tied up. Under pressure, Thurston works fast. He sends 
Stoner to dicker with the Indians. He tricks Sally into going with him to an Indian village where he says 
there is a missionary who can marry them. Enroute, the girl becomes suspicious and trails him when he 
makes an excuse to get away for a while. Thurston goes to a hideout for a final conference with his men. 
Sally stumbles onto the place and before detected, hears of plans to attack the Fremont party. The girl 
is discovered but Thurston intervenes and she escapes, riding back to warn the fort. Thurston then sells 
Stoner and the outlaws on an idea that will turn the situation to their advantage: When the soldiers ride 
out to save Fremont, the fort will be left unguarded. Then the outlaws, with Indian help, can take over 
the stronghold. 

Meanwhile, Monte, still tied up, manages to gain his horse and gallop back to the fort. There he 
learns about Sally and Thurston — and rides on to the Indian village. He comes on Stoner and in a des- 
perate gun battle, the outlaw is killed. This convinces the Indian chieftain, who tells Monte of Thurston's 
projected attack on the fort. Monte sets out after the troops riding to aid Fremont and turns them back 
to the fort, now in Thurston's hands. Monte leads the charge against the stockade, which is blown up. 


Thurston takes refuge in the warehouse. Monte follows him and in the hot exchange of shots, Thurston 
is killed. 


Running Time: 64 minutes 


Filmed in TRUCOLOR 


THE ARIZONA COWBOY (Republic 1949) 


Directed by R. G. Springsteen 
Screenplay by Bradford Ropes 
Photography by William Bradford 
Musical Director: Stanley Wilson 


Cast: Rex Allen, REX ALLEN; Laramie Carson, TEALA LORING;I.Q. Barton, GORDON JONES; 
Cactus Kate Millican, MINERVA URECAL; Hugh Davenport, JAMES CARDWELL; Slade, 
ROY BARCROFT; Jim Davenport, STANLEY ANDREWS; David Carson, HARRY V. CHE- 
SHIRE; Sheriff Fuller, EDMUND COBB; Col. Jefferson, JOSEPH CREHAN; Sheriff Mason, 
STEVE DARRELL; Radio Announcer, DOUGLAS EVANS; Ace Allen, JOHN ELLIOTT; 
Padro Morales, CHRIS-PIN MARTIN; Major Sheridan, FRANK REICHER; Fogarty, GEORGE 
H. LLOYD; Applegate, LANE BRADFORD. 


Story: 

Rex Allen, an ex-G.I., is a rangy young man who can sing a song and bust a bronc with the 
best of 'em — two reasons he’s the big attraction of Col. Shawnee Jefferson’s rodeo show. 

But one day, the local sheriff attempts to arrest Rex as an accessory in the theft of $50,000 
from the Dusty Acres Irrigation Company. The money reputedly has been stolen by his father, Ace 
Allen, who since has disappeared. Unable to convince the sheriff that he and his dad are victims of a 
frame-up, Rex makes a run for it and succeeds in reaching the scene of the trouble unknown and un- 
recognized. 

The schemers behind the plot are Hugh Davenport and his uncle, Jim, head of the Dusty Acres 
Bank. They’ve kidnapped Ace as the first step in a plan to wreck the community irrigation project, 
which, they figure, will mean ruin to the farmers and ranchers who have sunken their savings into it. 
Then the Davenports will be in a position to foreclose on mortgages and claim title to all the land, 
permitting them to dig into rich oil deposits they’ve secretly discovered. 

Rex, posing as an itinerant cowpoke named Arizona Jones, obtains a job as ditch-rider for the 
Dusty Acres Irrigation Company. Aided by Laramie, attractive daughter of Ace’s partner, David 
Carson, and cowhand I.Q. Barton, Rex begins to make headway. But, in an attempt to have the bad- 
men arrested, Rex is forced to reveal his identity. 

In flight from a posse, Allen and I.Q. make for the gang’s hideout where they discover Ace bound 
and gagged — and a hidden oil well rigged and working. The Davenports are about to take the final 
step in their plan to blow up the irrigation dam but, following a fierce struggle, the crooks are brought 
to justice. Dusty Acres survives, as a prosperous oil center as well as a ranch community. 


Running Time: 67 minutes 


BELLS OF CORONADO (Republic 1950) 


Directed by William Witney 
Screenplay by Sloan Nibley 
Photography by John MacBurnie 
Musical Director: R. Dale Butts 


Cast: Roy Rogers, ROY ROGERS; Pam Reynolds, DALE EVANS; Sparrow Biffle, PAT BRADY; 
Craig Bennett, GRANT WITHERS; Dr. Frank Harding, LEO CLEARY; Ross, CLIFTON 
YOUNG; Jim, ROBERT BICE; Sheriff, STUART RANDALL; Linden, JOHN HAMILTON; 
Rafferty, EDMUND COBB; Shanghai, EDDIE LEE; Foreman, REX LEASE; Jenks, LANE 


BRADFORD; Themselves, FOY WILLING and THE RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE 
and TRIGGER. 


Story: 

Near the small town of Coronado is a mine which is a source of uranium. While transporting a 
load of ore to the warehouse, George Perez, owner of the mine, is ambushed by a gang of crooks 
under the leadership of a man named Ross. Though they steal the ore, they muff their chance to 
kill Perez, who falls over the side of a cliff. Badly hurt, he is forced to go for treatment to Frank 
Harding. the town’s only doctor. Harding, who secretly is the big boss of the gang, working in cahoots 
with a foreign power to steal the uranium, poisons Perez and passes his death off as a result of the 
accident. 

The mine then passes into the hands of a wealthy rancher and businessman, Craig Bennett, who 
makes a claim against the Southwest Insurance Company for the amount of the uranium ore loss. 
The company sends Roy Rogers to investigate the situation. 

Rou goes to Coronado posing as a cowhand badly in need of work. He happens to meet an old 
friend of Dr. Harding’s and the doctor makes it possible for Roy to join the Purple Sagers, linesman 
crew, at Craig Bennet’s Coronado Power and Light Company. Here Roy runs into an old friend, 
Sparrow Biffle, who is helper to Bennet’s pretty secretary, Pam Reynolds. 

Rogers takes Sparrow into his confidence and they ride to the mine where they frustrate the 
attempt of a couple of outlaws to make off with another load of ore. After a brutal fight, they get 
the ore safely to a warehouse. 

Finally, just as Roy has uncovered evidence of Dr. Harding’s villainy, Ross and his henchmen 
succeed in hi-jacking the ore from the warehouse and in getting it on the trail to the spot where their 
contact man is to pick it up by plane. 

Then one of the gang makes himself known to Roy as a federal agent. Working together, the 
two men ride out after the crooks, wreck their traitorous efforts to hustle the ore out of the country, 
and, following a nip-and-tuck battle, bring them to justice. 


Running Time: 67 minutes 


Fulmed in Trucolor 


BILLY THE KID OUTLAWED (PRC 1940) 


Directed by Peter Stewart 
Screenplay by Oliver Drake 
Photography by Jack Greenhalgh 
Musical Director: Lou Porter 


Cast: Billy the Kid, BOB STEELE; Molly Fitzgerald, LOUISE CURRY; “Fuzzy” Jones, AL St. JOHN; 
Jeff Travis, CARLTON YOUNG; Lije, JOHN MERTON; Morgan, JOE McGUINN; Daly, TED 
ADAMS; Judge Fitzgerald, WALTER McGRAIL; Sheriff Long, HAL PRICE; David Hendricks, 
KEN DUNCAN; Whitey, REED HOWES; Tex, GEORGE CHESEBORO; Shorty, STEVE CLARK; 
Clem, BUD BUSTER. 


Story: 

Gun law rules Lincoln County, New Mexico, in 1872. Pete Morgan and Sam Daly, secretly 
bandit leaders, operate a general frontier store. Daly expects to be elected Sheriff. Once elected, he 
and Morgan intend to bring off a final big coup and then disappear. The Bennett brothers, cattle 
ranchers and good citizens, are murdered by the Morgan-Daly gang. Billy The Kid, with Jeff Travis 
and “Fuzzy” Jones, drive a herd through Lincoln County. Friends of the slain Bennetts, they seek 
revenge and engage in a gun skirmish with the killers, during which the stage coach arrives, with 
Judge Fitzgerald and his daughter, Molly, as passengers. The stage horses take fright and run away. 
Billy rides furiously in pursuit and after a long chase, halts the panic-stricken steeds and rescues the 
Judge and Molly. The Judge has been sent by the Washington Department of Justice to take over 
the law-enforcement in Lincoln County. Billy recognizes him as the new owner of the Lazy D ranch, 
to whom the herd is consigned. Later, Fitzgerald is killed by the Morgan-Daly thugs. Sheriff Long 
deputizes Billy and the latter’s men to hunt down the murderers. But Daly is elected Sheriff, and 
promptly outlaws Billy, Jeff and Fuzzy. Billy retaliates by holding up a pack train conveying goods 
for Morgan and Daly. Big money rewards are offered for Billy’s capture. 

The Kid successfully evades his would-be captors. Morgan and Daly decide that Molly may 
know Billy’s hideaway. They ride to the Lazy D ranch and ask the girl to act as a go-between on the 
plea of a pardon by the Governor, if Billy gives himself up. Billy agrees to meet Molly’s lover, Dave 
Hendricks, and former Sheriff Long. But he also makes up his mind to find out if the pardon offer 
is on the level. Billy and Fuzzy go to town, trap Morgan and Daly, and disarm them. Molly, waiting 
at the ranch, sees a buckboard approaching, in which apparently are Billy and the attorney. 

Morgan and Daly’s henchmen fire from ambush on the wagon. Their bullets kill Morgan and 
Daly, who are Billy’s prisoners in the buckboard. A final battle follows, with the result that the gang 
members surrender. Dave Hendricks tries to convince Billy that the Governor’s pardon is genuine, 
and that the outlawry brand has been removed from Billy and his pals. But the fighting Kid had 
reached a stage in his career where he no longer trusts anybody. He therefore refuses to accept the 
pardon and rides off with his companions to whatever Fate has in store for them. Molly and her 
prospective husband gaze sorrowfully as the riders vanish in the distance. 


Running Time: 52 minutes 


CALIFORNIA FIREBRAND (Republic 1946) 


Directed by Philip Ford 

Screenplay by J. Benton Cheney & John K. Butler 
Photography by Reggie Lanning 

Musical Director: Mort Glickman 


Cast: Monte Hale, MONTE HALE; Joyce Mason, ADRIAN BOOTH; Chuck Waggoner, PAUL HURST; 
Dulcey Waggoner, ALICE TYRRELL; Jim Requa, Jud Babbit, TRISTRAM COFFIN; Luke 
Hartell, LEROY MASON; Lance Dawson, DOUGLAS EVANS; Granny Mason, SARAH 
EDWARDS; Gunsmoke Lowry, DANIEL M. SHERIDAN; Zeke Mason, DUKE YORK; Rick, 
LANNY REES; Themselves, FOY WILLING and THE RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. 


Story: 

Cowboy Monte Hale and his pal, Chuck, near Gunnison, California, where an uncle lives. 
Dismounting to examine an unconscious rider, they find a telegram which reveals him to be outlaw 
Gunsmoke Lowry, summoned to town by its mayor, Lance Dawson. 

Taking the wire, Monte goes to town and hears from Joyce Mason that his uncle was slain after 
opposing Dawson’s crooked plans to win control of residents’ valuable land claims. Using the pilfered 
telegram as identification, Monte introduces himself as Lowry to Dawson and is then appointed as 
"Town Marshal." To defeat the ruthless schemes of Dawson, his gang and their secret leader, Monte 
plays along with them. He carries out various minor orders, yet cannot gain inside data on the gang's 
plans. 

The real Lowry arrives in town and exposes Monte. The gang is ordered by their chief to kill 
Monte and Chuck. Fleeing for their lives, the two manage to disappear into Joyce's dress shop and 
cleverly outwit the entire band of killers. 

Later Monte reappears and is hotly pursued by the outlaws in a wild chase. However, he is only 
a decoy to draw them away from town. Meanwhile Joyce makes a fast, unmolested ride to the 
county seat and pays the Mason's — and neighbors' — taxes, thereby saving their lands. Monte, of 
course, outrides the villains, leaving them wholly defeated. 


Running Time: 63 minutes 


Filmed in TRUCOLOR 


CODE OF THE SILVER SAGE (Republic 1950) 


Directed by Fred C. Brannon 
Screenplay by Arthur E. Orloff 
Photography by John MacBurnie 
Musical Director: Stanley Wilson 


Cast: Allan *Rocky" Lane, ALLAN "ROCKY" LANE; Nugget Clark, EDDY WALLER; Hulon 
Champion, ROY BARCROFT; Ann Gately, KAY CHRISTOPHER; Curt Watson, LANE 
BRADFORD; Major Duncan, WILLIAM RUHL; Lieut. John Case, RICHARD EMORY; 
Dick Cantwell, KENNE DUNCAN; Capt. Mathews, REX LEASE; Sgt. Woods, HANK 
PATTERSON; Charlie Speed, JOHN BUTLER; Sandy Wheeler, FORREST TAYLOR; and 
BLACK JACK. 


Story: 

Arizona Territory is in the grip of outlaw terror. On the loose is an army of killers, secretly 
organized by Hulon Champion, who covers his ambitions for power with the guise of a respectable 
firearms merchant. 

Editor Fred Gately meets his death at the hands of Champion's henchman, Curt Watson, 
when he makes a public appeal to the President of the United States on the pages of his Bolton City 
News. After Gately's death, his assistant, grizzled old Nugget Clark, carries on as the fighting voice 
of the people, aided by the editor's attractive daughter, Ann. Their efforts are rewarded when they 
receive word that the President himself will journey to the Territory in response to the desperate 
plea for help. 

Champion immediately sets in motion a vicious scheme to assassinate the chief executive. He 
puts himself in the good graces of elderly Major Oliver Duncan, who is to facilitate the president's 
trip. Thus, Champion is able to intercept and wipe out the detail led by Ann fiance, Lt. Johnny 
Case, who is bearing sealed orders regarding the journey. He pins suspicion on Johnny and the boy 
is arrested and confined to the limits of the town. 

"Rocky" Lane, a lieutenant in the U.S. Cavalry Intelligence, working incognito, cooperates 
with Major Duncan. While riding to deliver to a special army courier a map of the secret route the 
president's party must take, Rocky" is set upon by Watson and another Champion henchman. In 
great trouble, “Rocky” is saved by the timely appearance of Nugget, who had been trailing him, 
anxious for a little action and a good story. The badmen driven off, they deliver the map and return 
to Bolton City. 

Champion has left a trail so covered with villainy that it is not long before “Rocky” is able to 
expose him. Desperate, the outlaw makes a frantic attempt to kill the president, only to see it frus- 
trated by "Rocky" and Nugget. Champion dies in an accident caused by his own treachery, and the 
threat to the peaceful development of the territory is eliminated. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 


COVERED WAGON RAID (Republic 1950) 


Directed by R. G. Springsteen 

Screenplay by M. Coates Webster 
Photography by John MacBurnie 
Musical Director: Stanley Wilson 


Cast: Allan "Rocky" Lane, ALLAN “ROCKY” LANE; Nugget Clark, EDDY WALLER; Harvey 
Grimes, ALEX GERRY; Gail Warren, LYN THOMAS; Roy Chandler, BYRON BARR; 
Grif, DICK CURTIS; Brag, PIERCE LYDEN; Susie, SHERRY JACKSON; Bob Davis, REX 
LEASE; Pete, LESTER DORR; Steve, LEE ROBERTS; and BLACKJACK. 


Story: 

Under the leadership of a cutthroat named Grif, a band of outlaws systematically has been 
robbing and murdering settlers bound for the large Chandler ranch which has been cut up into 
small parcels of land for purchase. The crooks are able to carry on their secret tie-up with Harvey 
Grimes, seemingly respectable postmaster and operator of the Three Monkeys Saloon. 

Simply by opening mail addressed to Nugget Clark, crusty old-timer foreman of the Chandler 
ranch, Postmaster Grimes is able to tell who is going to buy land. He passes the information along 
to the outlaws and they in turn bring their hauls back to him. 

Many of the unfortunate settlers are clients of the Mohican Insurance Company. Hoping to 
get a line on the crooks and put a stop to their villainy, the company sends one of its ace agents, 
Allan “Rocky” Lane, to investigate. In the guise of an itinerant cowhand, Rocky stumbles on a 
piece of evidence — part of a watch fob — that links Brag, one of Grif's men, to the recent killing 
of a settler. When Brag becomes unduly nervous, Grif shoots him in cold blood, laying suspicion on 
Rocky. 

Young Roy Chandler, heir to the Chandler ranch and a chance witness to the crime, is unwill- 
ing to stand by and see an innocent man suffer for something he hasn't done. When he tries to force 
Grif to confess his guilt to the sheriff, he is kidnapped by the gang and held captive in a hideout in 
the hills. 

Rocky reveals to Nugget his real identity, information which also reaches the ears of attractive 
Gail Warren, resident at the Chandler ranch since the death of her family at the hands of the outlaws. 
With Nugget's help, Rocky manages to ferret out the mail-tampering scheme. He sets a trap for 
Grimes but Gail innocently tips his hand, putting his life in danger. 

Rocky blasts his way to freedom with a couple of well-placed shots, and goes to Roy's rescue. 
Then, as the crooks prepare to knock over a covered wagon train, Rocky and Roy ride them to 
cover and keep them busy in a gunfight until Nugget arrives with the sheriff and a posse. Rocky 
bags both Grimes and Grif, thus ending the range terror and making it possible for decent people 
to settle peacefully in the territory. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 


THE DAKOTA KID (Republic 1951) 


Directed by Philip Ford 
Screenplay by William Lively 
Photography by John MacBurnie 
Musical Director: Stanley Wilson 


Cast: “Red,” MICHAEL CHAPIN; “Judy,” EILENE JANSSEN; Sheriff Tom White, JAMES BELL; 
Dakota Kid, DANN MORTON; Mary Lewis, MARGARET FIELD; Ace Crandall, ROBERT 
SHAYNE; Turk, ROY BARCROFT; Squire Mason, MAURITZ HUGO; Sam Dawson, HOUSE 
PETERS, JR.; Cole White, LEE BENNETT; Marker, MICHAEL RAGAN. 


Story: j 
Old Tom White, upholding the tradition of his family, wears the badge of Sheriff of Piute 
County. He is “assisted” by his young grandson, “Red” and Red's friend, “Judy” Dawson. The 
youngsters love their “work” so much that they often allow it to interfere with their lessons, 
provided by pretty schoolteacher, Mary Lewis. 

Sheriff White is under pressure from Ace Crandall, ruthless proprietor of the Star Saloon in 
the town of Trailhead. Crandall, in league with his attorney, Squire Mason, and his strong-arm man, 
Turk Smith, is trying to gain control of the sheriff's office for his own purposes. 

Tom sends east for his nephew, Cole White, a courageous young lawman whom he has never 
seen. Just before he reaches Trailhead, Cole is waylaid by the crooks and taken prisoner. Then Ace 
hires an outlaw called The Dakota Kid to impersonate Cole. 

The Kid, who had broken out of a Texas jail where he'd been serving a short sentence for 
attempted bank robbery, plays his part well until he comes under the influence of Mary's love, Tom's 
regard and the wonderful devotion of “Red” and “Judy.” For the first time in his life he is part.of 
something good and decent and his resolve begins to weaken. 

He displays his changing attitude when he helps Tom and other friendly cattlemen settle a big 
loan Judy's rancher father, Sam, owes Ace and he beats up Turk for trying to interfere. 

By threatening the two youngsters with harm, the crooks force The Dakota Kid back in line 
and make him help plan a trail robbery of money Tom has arranged to have delivered secretly from a 
neighboring town — money to defray debts that the ranchers owe Ace. 

“Red” and “Judy”, who have discovered Dakota's true identity and his connection with Ace, 
plead with him in Tom's behalf. As a result, the young outlaw helps the sheriff and his posse trap 
Ace and his men at the scene of the robbery and Cole finally is rescued from his imprisonment. 

The Dakota Kid prepares to give himself up to the Texas authorities with a promise from Tom 
that on the day he is free, he may return to his job as Deputy Sheriff of Piute County. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 


DEATH RIDES THE RANGE (Colony 1939) 


Directed by Sam Newfield 
Screenplay by William Lively 
Photography by Art Reed 
Musical Director: Lew Porter 


Cast: Ken Baxter, KEN MAYNARD; Letty Morgan, FAY McKENZIE; Panhandle, RALPH PETERS; 
Pancho, JULIAN RIVERO; Larkin, CHARLES KING; Crabtree, JOHN ELLIOTT; Floto, 
WILLIAM CASTELLO; Starkhoff, SVEN HUGO BORG; Wahl, MICHAEL VALLON; Jim 
Morgan, JULIEN MADISON; Slim, KESNETH RHODES; Himself, TARZAN. 


Story: 

Ken Baxter and his two Mexican pals, Pancho and Panhandle, find Professor Wahl, injured and 
wandering on the range. They take him to the Blue Mesa Trading Post, where two archeologists, 
Dr. Floto and Baron Starkoff, foreign government representatives, are staying. Both of the latter 
want to secure control of a supply of helium gas, the source of which is in an ancient Indian cave. 

Wahl, who was assaulted during his search for the helium in the interest of the Federal 
Government, is secretly murdered at the Blue Mesa. The land-strip on which the cave is located is 
claimed by Letty and Jim Morgan of the Lazy Y ranch. Larkin, owner of the Tin Cup ranch, hires 
Ken to take possession of a cabin on the land. Ken falls in love with Letty, and does not know at 
first that he is working against her. 

A secret passageway from the cabin leads to the cave. Ken explores it and discovers the 
helium. Larkin is aiding Starkoff. The latter kills Floto in the cave, where Ken finds the body. 
Ken declares himself on the side of the Morgans. In a series of wild adventures that follows, Ken’s 
lightning gunplay and sharp wits discomfort his opponents. 

Ken pays a visit to the Recorder’s office in the nearby town and examines the old deeds and 
land grants. He finds an error in the original recording of the disputed strip of land, an error of 
which Larkin is also aware. The land is open for filing, and Ken, riding desperately to reach the 
cabin before Larkin, arrives in time to file the land in Letty’s name. Ken turns out to be a G-Man. 
Larkin and Starkoff are arrested and Letty agrees to marry Ken. 


Running Time: 57 minutes 


10 


DOWN LAREDO WAY (Republic 1953) 


Directed by William Witney 
Screenplay by Gerald Geraghty 
Photography by John MacBurnie 
Musical Director: Stanley Wilson 


Cast: Rex Allen, REX ALLEN; The Miracle Horse of the Movies, KOKO; Slim Pickens, SLIM 
PICKENS; Narita, DONA DRAKE; Valerie, MARJORIE LORD; Cooper, ROY BARCROFT; 
Taffy, JUDY NUGENT; Judge Sully, PERCY HELTON; Chip Wells, CLAYTON MOORE; 
Joe, ZON MURRAY. 


Story: 

Rex Allen, star attraction of the Western Rodeo Circus, and his pal “Slim” Pickens, get involved 
in the matrimonial plans of high-wire specialist “Chip” Wells and his lovely but treacherous partner 
Valerie, through feeling sorry for Chip's Motherless eight-year-old daughter, Taffy. Chip thinks Taffy 
is jealous but Taffy tearfully convinces Rex that she doesn't mind her father marrying again, she just 
thinks Valerie isn't the right girl for him. 

The discovery Chip soon makes, confirms Taffy's judgement. After protecting Valerie from 
being roughly handled by Cooper, a gunman who has forced his way into her dressing room in the 
guise of a lawman, Chip discovers that Valerie has a half-million in diamonds in her possession. Her 
refusal to explain leads to a quarrel, but before Chip can get a reasonable explanation from her, 

Valerie has to go into the ring for her act. Chip looks for a place to hide the diamonds until he can 
talk to her further; sees Taffy's doll, The Duchess, and unscrewing the doll’s head, puts the diamonds 
inside the body. 

Knowing that Chip won't tolerate her diamond smuggling activities, Valerie distracts him at a 
critical point in their high-wire performance and he falls to his death. The death is accepted as an acci- 
dent but Valerie, now partnerless, has to leave the show. To get possession of Chip's personal belong- 
ings, she calls on “Judge” Sully, a shady character in the town where the circus is playing, and offers 
him a share in the smuggled diamond loot if he will help her. 

Only too glad to get his hands on that kind of money, the Judge writes out a phony order making 
Taffy a ward of his court and orders Chip's belongings to be held by the court, pending investigation. 
Rex assumes that these legal proceedings are genuine and tries to assure Taffy that she will be well taken 
care of by the Judge until the show people can arrange a school for her and for her to spend her vaca- 
tions at the circus’ home ranch. But Taffy insists that the Judge and Valerie are dishonest, and packing 
her suitcase, she takes her doll, The Duchess, and runs away. She finds refuge with an alluring gypsy 
girl, Narita, and defies the crooks' attempt to recapture her. 

The exciting search and chases that follow, with Rex and Slim trying to insure Taffy's safety, end 
with Rex discovering the diamonds hidden in the doll. Valerie, the Judge and his phony-lawman, 
Cooper are captured and jailed. The diamonds are turned over to the proper authorities and Taffy is 
allowed to proceed with the circus, while the warm-hearted gypsy girl who befriended her, goes on her 
wandering, carefree way. 


Running Time: 54 minutes 


A 


EL DIABLO RIDES (Metropolitan 1939) 


Directed by Ira S. Webb 
Screenplay by Harry Gordon 
Photography by Edward A. Kull 
Musical Direction: Lange & Porter 


Cast: Bob, BOB STEELE; Mary, CLAIRE ROCHELLE; Dan, KIT GUARD; Herbert Crenshaw, 


CARLETON YOUNG; Buck Lambert, TED ADAMS; Frank, ROBERT WALKER; Sheriff, 
BOB ROBINSON. 


Story: 

En route for Borderville, Bob stops a runaway horse, carrying Mary. His pal Dan has a fight 
with Frank, one of Lambert's gang, which is halted by Bob. Lambert is running contraband 
across the border. Bob is looking for a man who killed his father. In a battle with Lambert in a 
Borderville tavern, Bob is overcome by Lambert's men. Mary is working as a cashier in the resort. 
At her suggestion, Herbert Crenshaw and his cowboys claim Bob as a cattle rustler, known as El 
Diablo, and take him to the Crenshaw ranch. There he is released, this being a ruse to save him 
from Lambert. 

Mary informs Herbert that Buck Lambert is preparing to rush contraband through a mountain 
pass. Bob sees Herbert embrace Mary, and believes they are sweethearts, an unpleasant discovery, 
as he has fallen in love with her. Buck discovers Mary writing a note to Herbert, giving him details 
of Buck's intended trip, and confines her in a room at the tavern. Bob arrives on the scene just as 
Mary makes a break for liberty. š 

Bob knocks down Buck. The latter pulls his gun while on the floor, and covers his assailant 
who discovers that Lambert is his dad’s slayer. Dan’s sudden arrival frees Bob, who beats up Buck. 
Dan is left to guard the smuggling chief, while Bob rides to Herbert’s ranch. The two intercept 
Lambert’s henchmen in the pass. A sheriff’s posse reaches the pass, where Buck, having escaped, 
has brought Mary as his prisoner. Herbert is shot down by Buck, and Bob revenges him by seizing 
the gang-leader and handing him over to the sheriff. It transpires that Herbert, only slightly 


wounded, is Mary’s brother. Both are federal agents. Mary and Bob look forward to a happy 
union. 


Running Time: 55 minutes 


12 


HEADIN’ FOR THE RIO GRANDE (Grand National 1936) 


Directed by Robert N. Bradbury 
Screenplay by Lindsley Parsons and Robert Emmett 


Cast: Tex, TEX RITTER; Laura, ELEANORE STEWART; Chile, SYD SAYLOR; Travis, WARNER 
RICHMOND; Tick, CHARLES KING; Rand, EARL DWIRE; Saunders, FORREST TAYLOR; 
Mr. Mack, WILLIAM DESMOND; Cookie, SNUB POLLARD; Pop Hart, CHARLES FRENCH; 
Senator, BUDD BUSTER; Cactus, BUD OSBORNE. 


Story: 

When Travis and Rand, suspected cattle rustlers, call on Senator Black and offer to protect his 
cattle at a dollar a head, the veteran rancher curtly answers them, “No!” As they leave, Rand 
intimates, in his best blackmailing and racketeering fashion, that the Senator is making a “big mistake. 

Soon afterward rustlers raid the Senator’s great herd and but for the coming of Tex Saunders 
and Chile, two happy-go-lucky range riders, the gang would have run off several thousand head. Tex 
and Chile block their plans, however, and win the gratitude and friendship of Senator Black and his 
men. 

Foiled on the Black range, the rustlers threaten Pop Hart, another wealthy cattle owner, and his 
pretty daughter, Laura, who are on their way to the Rio Grande valley markets with a herd. Again 
Tex and Chile come to the rescue, and Tex and the lovely Laura become fast friends. Romance rides 
in their saddles as they proceed toward Rio, laughing and singing and quietly falling in love. 

Outwitted once, the rustlers attack them again and this time with more success. They wound 
Hart fatally and while Tex is binding up his wounds, the gang make off with the herd. It then develops 
that Tex, instead of being just a carefree range-rider, ever ready to help a friend or fight a foe, is the 
brother of the sheriff. Both of them have made a vow to exterminate the outlaw gang, which for long 
has been the bane of the cattle country, killing lone riders and running off cattle almost at will. 

There is a pitched battle and Tex, in self-defense, kills one of the outlaws. Later he is jailed on 
suspicion of murder. He manages to escape and Senator Black, meanwhile, obtains the assistance of 
the Texas Rangers and goes after the gang. In the melee that follows the herd is stampeded and thou- 
sands of cattle trample Travis and Rand, the leaders of the rustlers, to death. 

The orphaned Laura joins Tex and Chile and the trio ride away across the range in search of 
new adventures, while romance rides again in their saddles. 


?5 


Running Time: 60 minutes 
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HEART OF THE ROCKIES (Republic 1951) 


Directed by William Witney 
Screenplay by Eric Taylor 
Photography by Reggie Lanning 
Musical Director: R. Dale Butts 


Cast: Roy Rogers, ROY ROGERS; June, PENNY EDWARDS; Splinters, GORDON JONES; 
Andrew Willard, RALPH MORGAN; Devery, FRED GRAHAM; Mrs. Edsel, MIRA 
McKINNEY; Dave Braddock, ROBERT “BUZZ” HENRY; Warden Parker, WILLIAM 
GOULD; Rocky, PEPE HERN; Corley, RAND BROOKS; Themselves, FOY WILLING 
and THE RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE and TRIGGER. 


Story: 

Roy Rogers, a young highway engincer, is strongly in favor of a youth-rehabilitation 
movement being sponsored by retired State Prison Warden Parker. Parker has established a 
model work camp where young first offenders may earn their way back into society without 
being exposed to penitentiary life. 

The boys are busy on a construction job headed by Roy when an ugly situation develops. 
Old Andrew Willard, through whose range land a new highway is being built, is being secretly 
robbed of his valuable pure-bred cattle by his crooked foreman, Devery. 

Devery, who has shipped the animals out to market on his own, has put scrubs on the 
range in their place. He concocts a scheme that will make Roy's road construction crew look 
responsible, stampeding the cattle in the way of a landslide set off by dynamiting on the job. 

Roy takes responsibility for the loss but Willard orders Rogers off his place, in spite of the 
intervention of his pretty niece, June. 

Then Devery has two of his men, whom he has planted in Splinters McGonigles nearby 
guest ranch, steal a valuable diamond brooch belonging to Mrs. Edsel, a guest. One of the boy 
prisoners, Jim Corley, appears to be guilty and this brings the local sheriff into the picture. 
Despite lack of evidence, the sheriff tries to put young Corley under arrest but the boy makes a 
break, evades pursuit and hides in the hills. 

Devery puts pressure on Willard to force him to agree to violent measures against Rogers 
and his construction crew to stop the highway project until his case can be reviewed. Warden 
Parker is killed trying to intercept the efforts of Devery's men to blow up a dynamite shed, and 
Devery again tries to blame this killing on the boys. 

Then Roy learns from Corley that Devery and his men have a hideout in the hills for the 
pure-bred cattle they have been stealing from Willard. This information is verified by Willard 
himself, who admits how wrong he has been to trust Devery. 

A showdown battle develops with Roy and the boys on one side and Devery and the gang 


of rustlers on the other. The sheriff and young Jim Corley are wounded in the gunfight but 
Roy's side finally wins out. 


Running Time: 67 minutes 


“H 


IRON MOUNTAIN TRAIL (Republic 1952) 


Directed by William Witney 
Screenplay by Gerald Geraghty 
Photography by Bud Thackery 
Musical Director: Stanley Wilson 


Cast: Rex Allen, REX ALLEN; The Miracle Horse of the Movies, KOKO; Slim Pickens, SLIM 
PICKENS; Roger McCall, GRANT WITHERS; Nancy Sawyer, NAN LESLIE; Mate Orrin, 
ROY BARCROFT; Sam Sawyer, FORREST TAYLOR; Marshal, ALAN BRIDGE; 
Circuit Judge, JOHN HAMILTON; John Brockway, GEORGE H. LLOYD. 


Story: 

Rex Allen and his sidekick Slim Pickens, sent from Washington, D.C., to California in 1850 
to speed up the deliveries of mail to the goldfields, find a destructive feud raging between two 
cantankcrous old stage-line owners, Sam Sawyer and John Brockway. In their attempts to have 
their stages and drivers first on the dock to snatch the mails brought from the East by ship via 
Panama and San Diego, Sawyer and Brockway have damaged each other’s equipment and schedules 
to the point where no consignment of mail reaches the goldfields intact or on time. The careless- 
ness of the crewmen of the McCall Shipping Line, adds to the general confusion and inefficiency. 

Rex’s proposed plan, that Brockway institute an overland mail service along the Iron Mountain 
Trail, to compete with the McCall Shipping Line service, meets with vicious opposition from its 
owner, Roger McCall. He knows that any attempt to sabotage the Brockway stage line will inevitably 
be blamed on Sam Sawyer, and engineers a stampede of the big herd Brockway buys for his new mail- 
carrying service. Rex manages to save enough horses but he can't prevent the murder of Brockway, 
when Brockway catches McCall's hired arsonists in the act of setting fire to the barn that contains all 
the rolling stock of the proposed new overland service. 

McCall brazenly demands the arrest of Sam Sawyer for Brockway's murder. The townspeople 
go along with this but Rex's sleuthing instinct tells him that it might serve McCall admirably to have 
Sawyer hanged for the murder of Brockway, thus eliminating his only other competitor. 

Rex suspects First Mate Orrin of McCall's ship, Argonaut, of having fired the bullet that killed 
Brockway and uncovers enough evidence against him to persuade the U.S. Marshal in San Francisco 
to postpone action in Sam Sawyer's case until Orrin can be apprehended in San Diego and brought 
back to San Francisco to testify. 

Rex's race on Koko and fresh relay horses against the Argonaut at sea is a classic. Nancy Sawyer, 
Sam's daughter, helps Rex in his race against the sailing ship. He overcomes bandits and attempted 
shanghaing — has to use force on Orrin to get the confession but finally, with not a moment to spare, 
he arrives back in San Francisco in time to save Sam Sawyer from the noose. McCall’s criminal part in 
the plot is exposed. Rex's experiences in the race against time to and from San Diego, have proved 
that a man on horseback can carry mail faster than the sailing ships or stagecoaches. As a result, he 
organizes the world-famous Pony Express and rides the first historic lap of it on his wonder horse, Koko. 


Running Time: 54 minutes 


THE LAST MUSKETEER = (Republic 1951) 


Directed by William Witney 
Screenplay by Arthur E. Orloff 
Photography by John MacBurnie 
Musical Director: Nathan Scott 


Cast: Rex Allen, REX ALLEN; The Miracle Horse of the Movies, KOKO; Sue, MARY ELLEN KAY; 
Slim, SLIM PICKENS; Russ Tasker, JAMES ANDERSON; Barney, BOYD “RED” MORGAN; 
Matt Becker, MONTE MONTAGUE; Johnny Becker, MICHAEL HALL; Lem Shaver, ALAN 
BRIDGE; Sheriff Blake, STAN JONES; and THE REPUBLIC RHYTHM RIDERS. 


Story: 

Rex Allen rides into the little town of Taskerville on a cattle-buying mission in time to see Slim, 
a sleepy-looking character, attacked by two thugs and tossed into a runaway wagon. 

Chasing the wagon, Rex ends up at the barn of rancher Lem Shaver, where he learns from Slim 
that Russ Tasker, a wealthy rancher and owner of the only artesian-well-fed reservoir in the valley, has 
charged such prohibitive prices for water that the ranchers are bankrupt, their cattle dying and their 
families on the verge of starvation. Slim is a water diviner who has been brought in by the ranchers to 
try to locate a hidden spring. 

The next fracas Rex takes part in occurs when Tasker, aided by his thugs, takes the law into his 
own hands when he catches drought-ruined rancher Matt Becker and his son, Johnny, making off with 
a steer of Lem Shaver's that Johnny has slaughtered and cut up, in defiance of Matt's orders that they 
must observe the law, even though they are starving. 

Tasker harries the Beckers to the point of protecting their home by shooting, thus forcing the 
Sheriff to arrest them. Rex intervenes but Tasker's smooth accusations prevail and Johnny, escaping 
into the hills, is declared outlaw while his father dies of the bullets poured into him by Tasker's thugs 
"jn self defense." 

When Rex learns that the Beckers had found a meager water supply, he suspects Tasker of more 
important and sinister schemes than have been apparent and sets out to uncover them. 

This leads him into one dangerous situation after another but with the aid of Slim and Johnny's 
sweetheart, Sue, Rex finds out that the Becker's spring is fed from the same underground lake that 
feeds Tasker's well-guarded reservoir. Dynamiting from the upper level would increase the flow from 
the Becker's spring and provide enough water to fill the needs of all the ranchers. 

Kex escapes from the jail where he has been held for trying to help Johnny, and carries out the 
dynamiting job. As expected, the water gushes from the Becker's spring. In Tasker's office, Rex 
uncovers Tasker's plan to drive out all the ranchers, build a dam at the top and make a fortune out of 
providing electrical power. Tasker attacks Rex in the main street of the town and in the fight that 
follows. Tasker is crushed to death by the toppling statue of his own father, honest founder of the 


town. Johnny Becker is cleared of the charges against him and peace and prosperity is restored to 
the valley. 


Running Time: 67 Minutes 
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THE MYSTERY OF THE HOODED HORSEMEN (Grand National 1937) 


Directed by Ray Taylor 
Screenplay by Edmund Kelso 


Cast: Tex Martin, TEX RITTER; Nancy Wilson, IRIS MEREDITH; Stubby, HORACE MURPHY; 
Blackie, CHARLES KING; Sheriff, EARL DWIRE; Norton, FORREST TAYLOR; Dan Farley, 
JOSEPH GIRARD; Tom Wilson, LAFE McKEE; Deputy, HEBER SNOW; Bartender, OSCAR 
CAHAN; Brown, JACK SMITH; Pete, CHICK HANNON; and RAY WHITLEY and his RANGE 
RAMBLERS. 


Story: 

Terrorized by the savage brutalities of a band of hooded horsemen, whose identities are unknown, 
the citizens of Red Eye are driven to desperation by the ruthless murder of Tom Wilson, half owner of 
the Four Star Gold Mine. Dying, Tom tells Tex Martin and Stubby Billings, two cowboys, something 
about the Four Star Mine and his partner, Dan Farley. 

Tex and his companion ride on to Red Eye, stopping at the local saloon to ask directions to the 
Four Star Mine. Overheard by Norton and Blackie,two of the Hooded Horsemen, Tex is told to mind 
his own business and get out of town. A fight follows and Tex gives Blackie a severe beating. His 
sympathizers try to draw guns on Tex, but Stubby is quicker with his six shooter and orders “hands 
up," just as the Red Eye sheriff arrives. 

Seeing strangers threatening the local men, the sheriff orders them out of town. The cowboys, 
riding pell-mell to the mine, meet Nancy Wilson, daughter of the murdered man, and she conducts 
them to Dan Farley, to whom they tell the tragic news and offer their assistance. 

That evening, while Tex is singing to Nancy, the Hooded Horsemen attack the mine, but are 
repulsed by the fire of the cowboys, who kill one of the attackers and thereby obtain his disguise. The 
next day the townsmen recognize Tex's bravery in fighting off the terrorists by electing him captain of 
the vigilantes. Suspecting Norton, Tex follows him to the meeting place of the Hooded Horsemen, 
and dons the hood and robe of the dead horseman. When a tally of the members is taken, however, it 
is discovered there is one too many and the head man, a mysterious figure all robed in white, orders 
his henchmen to unmask. 

Tex, discovered, escapes after a running fight, and, still masked and robed, races to the mine to 
give warning that the Horsemen are about to ride. Met by Dan Farley, who refuses to believe his story 
because of his costume, Tex is turned over to the sheriff as a hooded rider. 

With Stubby's help he escapes. They gather the vigilantes and move on to the desperadoes' 
hideout. A gun-battle ensues in which all the Horsemen are either killed or captured, and as a dramatic 
climax, the mysterious, white-robed head man is unmasked. He proves to be Dan l'arley, Nancy's pre- 
tended protector, whose real aim has been to drive her from Red Eye and possess the Four Star Mine 
for himself. His method of concealment is found to be a secret passage, which had permitted lightning- 
like communication between the hideout and the mine. 

Secure now from the terrors of the past, Nancy is last seen silhouetted against the setting sun, 
riding and singing with her Texas troubadour and his friends. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 
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NORTH OF THE GREAT DIVIDE (Republic 1950) 


Directed by William Witney 
Screenplay by Eric Taylor 
Photography by Jack Marta 
Musical Director: R. Dale Butts 


Cast: Roy Rogers, ROY ROGERS; Ann Keith, PENNY EDWARDS; Splinters, GORDON JONES; 
Banning, ROY BARCROFT; Stagg, JACK LAMBERT; Sergeant Douglas, DOUGLAS EVANS; 


Dacona, KEITH RICHARDS; Nogura, NOBLE JOHNSON; Themselves, FOY WILLING and 
THE RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE and TRIGGER. 


Story: 

The Oseka Indians, a tribe which lives on the Canadian border, depends for its livelihood on the 
catch from the yearly run of salmon up to the spawning grounds. When a ruthless crook named 
Banning, with the aid of his lieutenant, Stagg, erects a salmon cannery on the U.S. side of the river, 
trouble ensues. 

On counsel from their chief, Nogura, the Indians refuse to accept Banning’s offer to let them 
work at the cannery. But the manner in which Banning sets his traps, in line with those of the 
Canadian cannery across the river, completely blocks off the run of the fish upstream and the Indians 
are threatened with starvation. 

Ann Keith, pretty young field nurse of the U.S. Indian Service, apprises the District Supervisor 
of the condition and asks for immediate assistance. Roy Rogers, Indian agent and blood brother to 
Nogura’s son, Dacona, is dispatched to the scene. Roy calls on his pals, Splinters, and the Purple 
Sagers to help him drive a herd of cattle to the starving tribe. 

After disposing of the cattle, Roy goes to the cannery to confer with Banning, who agrees to 
let some of the salmon through for the Indians. But Banning, in order to fill a large contract, must 
obtain use of the traps of the Canadian plant — one way or another! He sends Stagg across the river, 
under cover of darkness, to sabotage the operation of the rival plant. Stagg is surprised by a Mountie, 
whom he kills. Then he and Banning frame Nogura for the murder. 

Nogura is arrested and the Indian braves take to the warpath. Roy, aware that the entire tribe 
could be confined to a reservation calms them down and goes to work to clear Nogura. He uncovers 
the contract terms behind Banning’s greed, the crooks’ designs on the Canadian cannery and puts the 
finger on Stagg as the murderer. 

When the crooks and their men send fiery rafts downstream to burn the Canadian plant, Roy 
forms an attacking force with the aid of the Canadian Mounties. After a terrific battle, law and order 
win out and the Indians are protected against losing their salmon in the future. 


Running Time: 67 minutes 


Filmed in Trucolor 
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SONG OF ARIZONA (Republic 1946) 


Directed by Frank McDonald 
Screenplay by M. Coates Webster 
Photography by Reggie Lanning 
Musical Director: Morton Scott 


Cast: Roy, ROY ROGERS; Gabby Whittaker, GEORGE “GABBY” HAYES; Clare Summers, DALE 
EVANS; King Blaine, LYLE TALBOT; Chip, TOMMY COOK; Clarence, JOHNNY CALKINS; 
Dolly Finuccin, SARAH EDWARDS; Jimmy, TOMMY IVO; Cyclops, MICHAEL CHAPIN; 
Bart, DICK CURTIS; Sheriff, EDMUND COBB; Tom, TOM QUINN; Jim, KID CHISSELL; 
Themselves, ROBT. MITCHELL BOYCHOIR, BOB NOLAN and THE SONS OF THE PIO- 
NEERS and TRIGGER. 


Story: 

Lovable old Gabby Whittaker is the owner of Half-A-Chance Ranch — which he has opened as a 
refuge for homeless boys. Gabby’s pal, Roy Rogers, returns to the ranch to learn that the town banker, 
a virulent female named Dolly Finuccin is about to foreclose the mortgage on the ranch within one 
week, 

One of the boys, Chip, mistakenly idolizes his father, King Blaine, notorious bank robber, cur- 
rently hunted in the country around the ranch. Blaine has been mailing the boy mysterious packages 
which Chip keeps hidden in the barn. After Blaine visits the boy, Blaine’s gang is tracked down by a 
posse. Fatally wounded, he wills all his money to Chip and his daughter, Clare Summers. Chip’s half- 
sister who is a night club entertainer in Kansas City. 

Concealing the news of his father’s death from Chip, Roy and Gabby visit Clare in Kansas City, 
and persuade her to come back to the ranch to see Chip. Meanwhile, Blaine’s former henchmen, Bart 
and Tom, find Chip alone at the ranch, and tell him Gabby has killed his father and that they want their 
share of the money Blaine left with him. 

Roy arrives in time to rescue Chip and capture the outlaws. Chip produces $15,000 of his Dad’s 
loot from the barn, which Roy and Gabby decide rightfully belongs to the bank. As a result, the bank- 
ers pay off a reward which takes care of the mortgage, and also the cost of redecorating the ranch com- 
pletely, to the delight of Gabby and the boys, and Roy and Clare, who have fallen in love with each 
other. 


Running Time: 68 minutes 
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TRAIL DUST (Paramount 1936) 


Directed by Nate Watt 
Screenplay by Al Martin 
Photography by Archie Stout 


Cast: Hopalong Cassidy, WILLIAM BOYD; Johnny Nelson, JIMMY ELLISON; Windy, GEORGE 
HAYES; Tex Anderson, STEPHEN MORRIS; Beth Clark, GWYNNE SHIPMAN; Lanky, 
BRITT WOOD; Waggoner, DICK DICKSON; Red, EARL ASKAM; Babson, AL BRIDGE; 
Hand, JOHN BEACH; Joe Wilson, TED ADAMS; Skinny, TOM HALLIGAN; Borden, DAN 


WOLHEIM; Lewis, HAROLD DANIELS; Al, AL St. JOHN; Bowman, KENNETH HARLAN; 
John Clark, JOHN ELLIOT. 


Story: 

A severe drought in the Northern States of America brings the threat of famine. A Relief 
Committee is formed, and its representatives come South to buy cattle, but certain profiteers ask 
such exorbitant prices that the Committee cannot afford to buy. Hopalong Cassidy and his friends, 
Johnny Nelson and Windy, offer their small herd, and get promises from other ranchers to include 
larger herds in a big drive to Plainsville, the railhead. This angers the profiteers, who have a big trail 
herd rounded up, and they determine to prevent Cassidy from getting to Plainsville ahead of them. 
For this purpose Tex Anderson and Joe Wilson offer their services to Cassidy, who is short-handed, 
and takes them on. All sorts of obstacles are thrown in the way of the herd, and Lewis, one of the 
profiteers, posing as a trail-cutting sheriff, claims half the herd as strays, but Cassidy refuses to 
recognize his warrant. 

Finding a girl unconscious on the trail, Cassidy and Johnny take her in their wagon. She re- 
covers, and explains that she is Beth Clark, daughter of the real sheriff, who has disappeared. The 
susceptible Johnny falls in love with her. They are camping one evening when rustlers raid the herd. 
While the men are riding after the thieves, the wagon is set alight, the provisions are ruined with coal 
oil, and Beth is bound with ropes. While Cassidy and Windy go for more provisions, Johnny and 
another man go after the stolen cattle. Both couples are involved in fights, and Johnny learns from 
one of the rustlers, who is fatally wounded, that Lewis has captured John Clark. 

At their next camp, two men on sentry are mysteriously killed. Cassidy gives orders for the 
herd to be driven as fast as possible, but the herd behind, belonging to the profiteers, tries to pass 
them, against trail code. Johnny suggests taking a short cut through Black Canyon Gorge, and Beth 
rides ahead to bring help from Plainsville for the last difficult stages. Cassidy fires the bush behind 
his herd to stop the other one. The profiteers retaliate by mining the mouth of the gorge before the 
cattle reach it, but Cassidy discovers their plan and extinguishes the fuses. There are no further ob- 
stacles in the way, and the herd safely reaches Plainsville, where Clark — who escaped from Lewis’ 
gang when the bush fire started — is happily reunited with Beth. Cassidy, his work done, starts on 
the homeward trail alone, for Johnny is apparently staying behind with Beth, and Windy and the 
other men want to sce more of the city. But Cassidy soon finds Johnny and Windy riding with him, 
and the other men are behind, joining lustily in the chorus of the “Trail Song.” 


Running Time: 77 minutes 
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TRAILING TROUBLE (Grand National 1937) 


Directed by Arthur Rosson 
Screenplay by Philip Graham White 


Cast: Friendly Fielding, KEN MAYNARD; Patience Blair, LONA ANDRE; Crocker, ROGER 
WILLIAMS; Mrs. Dunn, GRACE WOODS; Sheriff, FRED BURNS. 


Story: 

Riding the range, Friendly Fielding, a happy-go-lucky cowboy, always ready for a fight or a 
frolic, rides into a stage hold-up. He is caught unawares by Blackie Burke, the bandit, a notorious 
bad man, and because he has no valuables the robber takes his new hat. Friendly watches his 
opportunity and later turns the tables on Blackie, recovering all the loot, except his precious hat. 

As Blackie rides off with it, Friendly swears to recover it at all costs. 

Friendly rides for home and is mistaken for Burke because he is wearing the bandit’s hat. 
He meets Acey-Deucey, foreman of the Bar X Ranch, whose owner is Miss Patience Blair, and is 
told of the vacant job. While riding for the Bar X Ranch to apply for it, Friendly is shot at by 
Miss Blair, who is indulging in a little target practice. 

Friendly gets the job and is sent to collect the money for the Bar X cows which have strayed 
to the Crocker Ranch. Crocker and his men are noted for shooting first and asking questions afterward, 
but Crocker mistakes Friendly for Blackie Burke and pays him for the stray cows. Crocker then sends 
his henchmen after Friendly to kill him and get back the money, but Friendly suspects him, eludes his 
pursuers, and returning to the Bar X Ranch, gives the money to the surprised Miss Blair, who begins to 
get interested in him. 

Mrs. Dunn, Miss Blair’s housekeeper, believes Friendly to be Blackie Burke. She tells Patience 
and rides to town to inform the sheriff. Meanwhile, the unsuspecting Friendly rides to Green River 
Valley to tie up the range rights there because of the lack of water on the Bar X Ranch. The cattlemen, 
thinking him to be Blackie, assign him the best range rights without argument. 

Friendly is parcelling out the range land to the cattlemen, when a former companion recognizes 
him and tells the others. The crowd then gang up on him and are about to take back their range rights, 
when the real Blackie Burke shows up. Secing his much-prized hat on the bandit, Friendly rushes out 
after him, ignoring the threatening cowboys. 

In the ensuing fight Friendly disarms and overcomes Blackie, recovers his hat, and then turns 
him over to the sheriff. Later he collects the reward for the bandit and also gathers to himself the 
love of Patience Blair and a life job on the Bar X Ranch. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 
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TRIGGER, JR. (Republic 1950) 


Directed by William Witney 
Sereenplay by Gerald Geraghty 
Photography by Jack Marta 
Musical Director: R. Dale Butts 


Cast: Roy Rogers, ROY ROGERS; Kay Harkrider, DALE EVANS; Biffle, PAT BRADY; 
Splinters, GORDON JONES; Monty Mason, GRANT WITHERS; Larry, PETER MILES; 
Col. Harkrider, GEORGE CLEVELAND; Sheriff Pettigrew, FRANK FENTON; Doc. 
Brown, I. STANFORD JOLLEY; Rancher Wilkins, STANLEY ANDREWS; Themselves, 


FOY WILLING and THE RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE, THE RAYNOR LEHR 
CIRCUS and TRIGGER. 


Story: 

Roy Rogers leads his Western Show to winter quarters on the ranch of Colonel Jeff Harkrider, 
a domineering old-time carnival owner who has taken to a wheel chair because his hot temper has 
turned him into a neurotic. One of the colonel’s pet peeves is his grandson Larry’s fear of horses. 
The boy, having witnessed the tragic death of his mother, who was trampled by a horse while per- 
forming at a carnival, is cared for by the colonel’s second daughter, Kay. 

It was with Kay, who has hopes of becoming a star ring-rider herself, that Roy’s press-agent, 
Splinters, made arrangements to use the Harkrider ranch. The colonel is furious when he sees Roy, 
Biffle and Foy Willing and the Riders of the Purple Sage run their horses into the corral and get to 
work on setting up their big tent, but he secretly enjoys the taste of the carnival life he has missed 
for so long. 

Roy, sympathetic to Larry’s trouble, tries to help the boy with the aid of Trigger and the 
Palomino’s frisky colt, Trigger, Jr. 

Then Splinters, ever on the alert for publicity, gives out a boastful press release stating that 
Roy will show local sheriff Pettigrew how to catch a crazed killer stallion that has been devastating 
the range. Actually, the sheriff has been handicapped by a lack of deputies and a gang of crooks, 
under the leadership of Monty Mason, has formed a bogus Range Patrol, offering expensive “‘pro- 
tection” to harassed ranchers. 

To crush the resistance organized against him by the colonel, Monty has connived with a 
former Army vet, Doc. Brown, to let the killer stallion loose on the herds of the ranchers to keep 
them dependent on the Patrol. 

Put on the spot by Splinters, Roy is forced into a position of having to tangle with the crooks. 
Eventually, with the help of Larry, who finds courage to mount Trigger, Jr. and lead a party to 
Roy's rescue, Rogers overcomes the outlaws and ends the manace of the killer horse. 


Running Time: 68 minutes 


Filmed in TRUCOLOR 
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TUMBLEDOWN RANCH IN ARIZONA (Monogram 1940) 


Directed by S. Roy Luby 
Screenplay by Milton Raison 
Photography by Robert Cline 
Musical Director: Frank Sanucci 


Cast: Crash, RAY CORRIGAN; Dusty, JOHN KING; Alibi, MAX TERHUNE; Dorothy, SHEILA 
DARCY; Mother Rogers, MARIAN KERBY; Gallop, QUEN RAMSEY; Slocum, JAMES 
CRAVEN; Judge, JOHN ELLIOTT; Sheriff Nye, JACK HOLMES; Shorty, STEVE CLARK; 
Nick, SAM BERNARD. 


Story: 

John King, a student at Western University, is much confused, but impressed, by Professor 
Cooper’s explanation of the Fourth Dimension. John is selected by the student body to represent 
the University as a contestant in the annual rodeo. Here John meets a rodeo rider by the name of 
Ray Corrigan. Dialogue between them develops that their fathers were cronies. “Dusty” King and 
“Crash” Corrigan, who, with “Alibi” Terhune, constituted an old time trio, known as The Range 
Busters. The exploits of this trio still live in the memory of the West. 

John, while attempting to ride a bucking horse is pitched onto his head and suffers a concus- 
sion, not particularly serious, but enough to relieve him of consciousness, and to allow him to 
escape into the Fourth Dimension. Instead of John King, the student, he becomes “Dusty” King, 
the Range Buster, again riding with his two cronies. 

Gallop, a political-boss, is trying to force Mother Rogers to sell him a right of way across her 
land at his own low price. To further his campaign, he has lured away her ranch-hands. While Crash 
and Alibi go to town to get the ranchers back, the sheriff, in cahoots with Gallop, refuses to accept 
the judge's credentials. In a phony trial, the sheriff acquits the attackers of the judge but in the fight 
that follows, the Range Busters succeed in forcing Mother Rogers’ helpers back to work. 

Dissatisfied with Gallop, Slocum the higher-up now attempts to defraud Mother Rogers. Tell- 
ing her he wants to buy cattle, he gets her to sign a bill of sale in triplicate, the two copies of which 
turn out to be releases giving the railroad the right-of-way. 

When Mother Rogers and the Range Busters disrupt the railroads efforts to lay their tracks, 
Mother Rogers is arrested but by now the Judge has definite proof of his office and, holding trial, he 
admits her to bail. The Range Busters decide to burglarize Gallop's possessions to gain the original 
bill of sale. But meanwhile Gallop tries to blackmail Slocum over this paper and in a fight Slocum is 
killed. Gallop escapes in time to elude Crash and Dusty but the sheriff finds them with the body and 
arrests them. As Gallop reappears and is about to burn the bill of sale, he is caught by Alibi with 
enough evidence to hang him. 

The scene dissolves and we discover Dusty again as the college student, on a hospital cot. He is 
just arousing from his unconsciousness. Beside the cot is the counterpart of the Judge's daughter, 
but now she is clothed in modern nurse's garb. John thinks he recognizes her as Dorothy Jones. The 
girl tells him that Dorothy Jones was the maiden name of her mother. John concludes that he has 
been riding in the Fourth Dimension. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 
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WEST OF PINTO BASIN (Monogram 1940) 


Directed by S. Roy Luby 
Screenplay by Earl Snell 
Photography by Ed Linden 
Musical Director: Frank Sanucci 


Cast: Crash, RAY CORRIGAN; Dusty, JOHN KING; Alibi, MAX TERHUNE; Joan Brown, GWEN 
GAZE; Harvey, TRISTRAM COFFIN; Ware, JACK PERRIN; Joe, CARL MATHEWS; Hank, 
DIRK THANE; Lane, GEORGE CHESEBORO; Summers, PHIL DUNHAM; Sheriff, W. E. 


OSBORNE; Jerry, the messenger, JERRY SMITH (The “Yodeling Cowboy” of Radio Station 
WHO, Des Moines, Iowa). 


Story: 

The Rangebusters find Jim Mathews recently murdered in his cabin, and Crash finds letters 
ordering the murdered man to go to Cottonwood, to get to the bottom of a series of highway 
robberies which have cut Cottonwood off from the outside financial world, seriously endangering 
an irrigation project. 

They enter town separately. At the Ace High Saloon Alibi, loses all of his money in a poker 
game, then his horse, when he sees Crash’s and Dusty’s horses outside, he loses theirs too. 

Meanwhile Crash and Dusty visit the bank, Crash acting Deaf and Dumb. They discover the 
President to be a girl, Jean, and both instantly fall hard. Joan explains the situation when suddenly 
Crash sees their horses being led away. With a yell he grabs Dusty and they rush into the street to 
retrieve their steeds. A furious battle with the new owners takes place until they learn of Alibi’s 
failure to fill inside straights. 

The following day Crash gets into a poker game with Harvey, and catches him dealing from the 
bottom. He demands a square draw and wins the horses back. 

That day three masked bandits stop the stage, disarm Jerry, the new messenger, and make off 
with the strong box, only to discover that it is empty. They tell Harvey, he smells a rat and calls on 
the sheriff with a stranger, newly arrived in town. They find Crash and Dusty arguing in Joan’s 
office. Ware, the stranger, accuses them and Alibi of being Bank Robbers. Joan pleads for them but 
they are dragged off to jail. 

To complete the frame, Harvey instructs Ware to go to the jail and allow the boys to escape in 
time to be blamed for the robbery planned that day. The boys grab Ware’s gun, and the sheriff’s and 
make off. The sheriff and his men give chase but Crash, Dusty and Alibi, riding hard, overtakes the 
stage, open the strong box, remove the cash, and Alibi rides off with the money. The stage is stopped 
again, this time by the masked bandits. Jerry tells them who robbed him, and they pursue Crash and 
Dusty. In a terrific gun duel Crash and Dusty maneuver the bandits into the path of the oncoming 
posse, who overpower them. Unmasked, they prove to be Harvey’s henchmen. Alibi meanwhile has 
met the stage at a crossing and returned the money to Jerry. The boys return to Cottonwood and as 
the crooks are put in jail, they ride away, promising Joan to return another day. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 
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WHIRLWIND HORSEMAN (Grand National 1938) 


Directed by Robert Hill 
Screenplay by George Plympton 


Cast: Ken Morton, KEN MAYNARD; Peggy Radford, JOAN BARCLAY; Happy Holmes, BILL 
GRIFFITH; Harper, KENNETH HARLAN; Jim Radford, JOE GIRARD; Bull, KENNY DIX; 
Ritter, ROGER WILLIAMS; Slade, DAVE O'BRIEN; The Sheriff, WALTER SHUMWAY; 
Cherokee, BUD BUSTER; Hank, LEW MEEHAN; Tarzan, HIMSELF. 


Story: 

Ken Morton and his pessimistic pal, Happy are riding west in search of their friend Cherokee, 
who has advised them of making a “‘big strike." They see three armed men chasing a buckboard, 
and go to the rescue to find Jim Radford, a rancher badly shaken and his foreman killed. They are 
joined by Radford’s daughter and the sheriff and the men proceed to a meeting of the cattlemen 
to discuss ways and means of combating the terrorists’ raids. 

In the meanwhile, bandits attack Radford’s home, and the ranchers are brought back to rout 
them by one cowboy who got away. Ken kills one of the bandits, and recognizes the hat as belonging 
to Cherokee. He accepts the ranchers’ invitation to stay and help them with the cleanup. Suspecting 
that there is a higher-up among the ranchers, he drops word that he is going to town and is not 
surprised when three outlaws come gunning for them. By a smart ruse, he beats them to the draw 
and jails the men. 

They take the horses and turn them loose, hoping to thus locate the hideout, but the first animal 
leads them to Radford’s corral. Their host insists they stay for a dance that night. Next day the other 
horse leads them to the hideout. 

Ken writes notes to every rancher who was at the meeting, asking them to come at once to the 
hideout, and sends Happy off with the messages. Soon Harper, the banker, appears and Ken knows 
he is the ringleader. Harper realizes he has been tricked and plans to torture Cherokee to learn the 
secret of his “big strike" but Ken arrives to prevent this. Returning raiders menace the safety of the 
pair, but Happy arrives in time to save them. With the gangsters captured, it is found that Harper had 
been trying to frighten all of the ranchers into selling, so that he could buy cheaply the oil site which 
Cherokee has told him of finding. 


Running Time: 60 minutes 
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SPECIAL BONUS SECTION 


THREE FULL-LENGTH CONDENSATIONS FOR YOUR READING PLEASURE 


THE RIDERS OF THE WHISTLING SKULL Page 27 


Directed by Mack V. Wright 
Screenplay by Oliver Drake and John Rathmell 


Cast:Stony Brooke, BOB LIVINGSTON; Tucson Smith, RAY CORRIGAN; Lullaby Joslin, MAX 
TERHUNE; Betty Marsh, MARY RUSSELL; Rutledge, ROGER WILLIAMS; Henrietta McCoy, 
FERN EMMETT; Professor Flaxon, C. MONTAGUE SHAW; Otah, YAKIMA CANUTT; 
Professor Brewster, JOHN WARD; Professor Frone, GEORGE GODFREY; Coggins, FRANK 


ELLIS; Professor Cleary, EARLE ROSS; High Priest, CHIEF THUNDER CLOUD; Professor 
Marsh, JOHN VAN PELT. 


GUN LAW Page 42 


Directed by David Howard 
Screenplay by Oliver Drake 


Cast:Tom O'Malley, GEORGE O'BRIEN; Ruth Ross, RITA OEHMAN; Sam McGee, RAY WHITLEY; 
John Blaine, PAUL EVERTON; Flash Arnold, ROBERT GLECKLER; Pecos, WARD BOND; 
Nevada, FRANCIS McDONALD; The Raven, EDWARD PAWLEY. 


NORTH OF THE RIO GRANDE Page 55 


Directed by Nate Watt 
Screenplay by Jack O’Donnell 


Cast: Hopalong Cassidy, WILLIAM BOYD; Windy Halliday, GEORGE “GABBY” HAYES; Lucky 
Jenkins, RUSSELL HAYDEN; Henry Stoneham, STEPHEN MORRIS; Faro Annie, 


BERNADENE HAYES; Crowder, JOHN RUTHERFORD; Goodwin, LEE J. COBB; Plunkett, 
AL FERGUSON. 


We are presenting these full-length synopses as an experiment. If you enjoy them and would like to 
see additional stories printed in future editions of OLD MOVIES, send us a brief note to that effect. 
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THE RIDERS OF THE WHISTLING SKULL 


“My wrath is a swift star that falls from the night. My voice is the thunder that shatters the 
mountain. Anatasia is my name.” 

The attractive girl who spoke these words held in her two hands a human skull, and stared at 
the gruesome object with keen interest. She had translated the faint writing on the forehead of the 
skull, which Rutledge, the owner of the small trading post, assured her was several hundreds of years 
old. 

Betty Marsh had arrived that morning at the lonely outpost of civilization, and she was accom- 
panied by Professor Brewster, Professor Cleary, Professor Frone and Henrietta McCoy. Professor 
Brewster was a gross, ungainly creature who had a vast opinion of his own knowledge and a great 
contempt for the learning of others. Professor Cleary was a thin, rather fragile little man, with the 
face of the thinker and dreamer, and with a soft but kindly manner of speech. Professor Frone was 
a dark, shrewd-eyed, youngish man, whose frame was gaunt and his thin shoulders bowed. Henrietta 
was a very plain woman and an aunt to Betty Marsh. She was the type who swore that men did not 
interest her, and yet she was always chasing them — unsuccessfully. 

“Why waste time on a lot of childish inscriptions?" came the impatient interruption of Professor 
Brewster. "We've got business to talk over with Mr. Rutledge here." 

“If these inscriptions are so childish, Professor Brewster, suppose you read them?” suggested a 
mild voice. 

“That’s not quite fair, Professor Cleary." Betty gave the little man a reproving glance. “It just 
happens that my father and myself have made a life study of this type of Indian writing." 

"Exactly," agreed Cleary. "And as far as science knows, you are the only ones able to translate 
it." 

"Dead languages and hieroglyphics are not my specialty, Cleary,” sneered Brewster. “Besides, no 
one today believes in those silly, superstitious cults.” 

“The Indians do,” Rutledge, a thick-set, weather-tanned man, who had so far taken little interest 
in the conversation, remarked. “I have been here some years, and I should know. On those curios that 
I have collected are many strange writings, and ——" The trader broke off as the wooden door of his 
shack opened and a tall, lynx-eyed Indian entered. “What do you want, Otah?” 

The Indian drew his blanket closer to him and stared coldly at the people in the small trading 
cabin. He looked strangely majestic standing there so stiff and wooden of image; even the solitary 
feather in his dark hair was impressive. He began to speak in the sign language. 

“Pardon me for a moment," said Rutledge, and followed the Indian outside. 

Henrietta giggled and they stared at her in surprise. 

“What a primitive, masterful Indian! Don't you think so, Professor Frone?” 

“Yes, indeed, Henrietta. A fine representative of the early American,” agreed the young professor. 

"Don't let's get to side lines," heavily came the disapproving voice of Professor Brewster. “We 
came here to find the Lost City of Lukachukai." 

“I thought the primary object of this expedition was to find my father and Professor Flaxon!” 
retorted Betty, staring with surprise and annoyance at the burly professor. 

"Rather would I say to join them," came the conciliatory tones of Professor Cleary. “‘We have no 
evidence that they have been lost." 

"It's been over three months since I heard from my father. I know if he were safe he would have 
communicated with me.” 

“Your father and Professor Flaxon are far too experienced in archaeological exploration to meet 
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THE RIDERS OF THE WHISTLING SKULL continued 


with serious difficulties," was the confident opinion of Professor Frone. “They have probably made 
some great discovery that has detained them.” 

"I'm not going to delay the search any longer." Betty Marsh’s voice rang with determination. “If 
Mr. Rutledge can't supply suitable guides for us, then we'll go on without them." 

Scarce had the words left her lips than Rutledge came back all smiles. He had made arrangements 
for Otah to guide the search for her father, and, to strengthen the party, he proposed to accompany it 
himself. He was preparing to state when the expedition would be able to leave when there was excited 
yelling from outside and the clatter of hoofs. The trader was obviously surprised, and when he hastened 
from the shack the whole party trooped after him. A number of Indians and their squaws, who had been 
squatting around the trading post, were on their feet, pointing and gesticulating. 

Three horsemen were trotting down the short street, where the only habitations were affairs of wood 
and rushes, towards the store. They were stalwart men, tanned by the sun, and garbed in the comfortable 
attire of the cow-puncher. But what interested most was the fact that across the pommel of one horse lay 
a limp, ragged figure. 

“It’s Flaxon!” gasped Cleary. 

"He's with the Mesquiteers," Rutledge exclaimed, and, noticing the questioning glance of the girl, 
added: “They have a ranch that lies about fifty miles south of this place." 

The unconscious, dirt-begrimed body was carried into the trader’s cabin, and the door shut on the 
jabbering Indians. 


“Where'd you find him, Tucson?” Rutledge asked of the tallest and most powerful of the three West- 
erners. 

" About fifteen miles up the country,” answered Tucson Smith. “We were looking for some stray 
cattle. He was out of his head; mentioned something about your trading post, so we thought we'd bring 
him here." 

* Wasn't there anyone else with him?” Betty asked anxiously. 

“No, poor fellow." It was Stony Brooke, the smiling and handsomest of the rescuers, that answered. 
“Now, according to my deductions, he's an escaped convict from a State prison. You see, his wrists show 
the marks of handcuffs. His hands are calloused from heavy prison labor, and he's probably a foreigner, 
because he keeps raving about a place called Lukachukai. Guess the sun drove him loco, and ——” 

“I suggest you keep out of the sun, too." Betty’s eyes glinted. “He’s not a convict, but Professor 
Flaxon, a famous scientist. Three months ago Professor Flaxon and my father left here to search for the 
Lost City of Lukachukai. He's ——" her composure broke down ——“‘he’s returned alone." 

"Don't pay any attention to Sherlock Holmes, miss," said Tucson. 

"Readin' detective stories has done it," grunted the bulky member of the Mesquiteers. Lullaby Joslin 
beamed on the people present. “He used to be a pretty sane hombre." 

Flaxon showed signs of returning consciousness. After a while his eyes opened, but he stared round 
unconscious of the people crowding round the couch. Suddenly his gaze became riveted on the skull that 
Betty had been examining. "There it is again!” He pointed a shaking hand. “The Whistling Skull. I can't 
stand it! It howls in my ears day and night." 

He buried his face in his hands. 

"You're with friends now, Professor Flaxon," Henrietta spoke gently as she held a glass to the lips of 
the sick man. “That’s only a museum piece.” 


“Friends?” Slowly Flaxon looked round, and recognition appeared in the sunken eyes. ‘‘Cleary! 
Brewster! Frone!" 
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THE RIDERS OF THE WHISTLING SKULL continued 


"Professor Flaxon, what about my father?” cried Betty. "Is he alive?” 

“I — I don't know. We found it. The Lost City of Lukachukai. The legends of the Whistling 
Skull were true. It guards an amazing, ancient village. There is an enormous treasure of — of gold." 
A queer laugh came from the exhausted man. “It took us days to move it. But it is hidden — hidden 
where no one will find it. Look! Look!" 

They craned forward as he fumbled in his tattered shirt and brought forth a small golden idol. 

“It’s gold!” Brewster muttered, his eyes greedy. 

"We've got to go back." Flaxon looked at the girl. "They've got your father — they'll torture 
him." 

"Can you lead the way?" questioned Betty. 

"Yes, but it's a terrible journey.” 

"How far is it from here?" demanded Frone in husky tones. 

"Did you cross the Chuska Range to find the city?" demanded Cleary, also overcome with excite- 
ment. 

"Yes! Yes!" Flaxon nodded his head. “You go up the Painted Gorge, then north at the fork, and 
then ——" 

A gasp suddenly came from the professor and he clutched at his chest, then, to their horror, rolled 
off the couch. A knife was protruding from his back. 


The back room of the trading post, which Rutledge had filled with a number of skulls, arrows, 
knives, queer idols, and carvings that he had collected, was dim and lighted by a single iron-barred win- 
dow. For some moments the people in the room stared down unbelievingly at the still figure, and Stony 
was the first to speak. 

“Don’t touch that knife, Rutledge!” he cried as the trader went on his knees. “It is a plain case of 
murder. Everyone in this room is a possible suspect. Stay where you are, all of you. No one is to leave 
this room until the sheriff arrives. Lullaby, fetch the sheriff." 

“Listen, Sherlock," Tucson bent to whisper in his friend's ear. “Don’t get mixed up in this. We've 
got plenty of work to do at the ranch." 

There were a few settlers and ranchers in this lonely district, and one of the latter had been nomina- 
ted as sheriff. Sheriff Blair was soon on the scene. 

The sheriff, a bluff, honest type of man, nodded to Rutledge and the members of the party when he 
came into the room. Lullaby had given him a rough account of the crime and the incidents leading up to 
it. He examined the body, and, after extracting the knife, handed the gruesome thing in a cloth to the 
girl. 

“Are you able to translate the writing on the handle, Miss Marsh?” 

* ‘Whoever shall seek to defile the Sacred City shall cry for death and find it not,’ " read out the 
white-faced girl. 

"Professor Flaxon was killed by means of that knife, at the hand of an unknown person. Naturally, 
I shall have to hold you as suspected persons unless I can satisfy myself that none of you had anything 
to do with this killing." 

“The curse on the knife shows plainly that it is a clear case of Indian vengeance,” said Stony. “The 
murder might have been committed by someone in this room. The door was closed and the light was 
poor, but I think it would have been strong enough for someone to have detected the throwing of the 
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THE RIDERS OF THE WHISTLING SKULL continued 


knife. It is a throwing knife, and was wielded by a person of great strength. The window is barred, 
but there is no glass, and that knife could have been flung by someone outside.” 

The Sheriff asked a number of questions, and even questioned the Indians outside, but they all 
shook their heads in dumb fashion. He decided that it was a crime of vengeance by an Indian, and 
feared that, eventually, he would have to report it as an unsolved Indian murder. Flaxon had probably 
been trailed from the Lost City and killed by some Indian to silence him. 

“Well, this is not going to deter me," stated Betty Marsh. “I intend to continue the search for 
my father in spite of what has happened." 

"The expedition will carry on as planned, Betty,” promised Professor Cleary. “Don’t worry." 

Sheriff Blair was about to leave when he noticed a large carpet bag on the floor. It had been 
brought in by Lullaby Joslin when the Three Mesquiteers had brought in the man they had found. 

"What's in it?" 

"Only Elmer,” explained Lullaby. “Me and him is gonna be in an act at a charity bazaar down at 
Rawhide.” 


“So there was another person in the room!” cried the sheriff. “Open that bag!" 

Lullaby Joslin gave a resigned shrug, opened the bag, and took out a large dummy of a funny-faced 
boy with a shock of red hair. Lullaby was a ventriloquist, and wherever he went Elmer went with him. 

"You're not under suspicion, Elmer,” cried Lullaby, handling the puppet fondly. 

“The investigation is closed!" snapped the sheriff. 

The sheriff took the Three Mesquiteers to one side. He had met Stony on several occasions, and 
he knew their reputation for hard-riding, straight-shooting Westerners, who had more than once assisted 
the authorities in righting wrongs and rounding up wrongdoers. 

"Stony, don't you think someone in that group in the room killed Flaxon? I didn't fall for that 
Indian stuff.” 

"Whether it was someone in the room or not, it would be mighty difficult to prove in court," 
Stony replied. “They're all going on an expedition together, and —— uh —— we're joining them." He 
said this with a hasty glance at his two friends. “Give me one week's time, and I'll bring back the killer.” 

Lullaby and Tucson opened their mouths to argue, but the sheriff got in his say first. 

“I dunno —- they're headin’ for ‘taboo’ territory. There's a cult of fanatical Indians in those 
mountains that are dead set against white intruders. That danger is bad enough without having a murder- 
er in the expedition." 

Then Tucson and Lullaby got going. The giant said that they must get back to the ranch and get on 
with the branding, and Lullaby said that the charity concert at Rawhide would be a flop unless he were 
there. If Stony wanted to go on a wild-goose chase he could go, but not they. 

And yet when two days later several covered wagons pulled out of the trading post the riders that 
led the way were the Three Mesquiteers. 

“Of all the cock-eyed, hare-brained schemes, this is the worst, Stony!” growled Tucson. “We don't 
even know where we are going." 

“Well, Flaxon mentioned the Chuska Range,” smiled Stony. “Once there we'll fish for the right 
trail." 


Lullaby had lagged behind, and he woke up with a start to find that he had a companion — it was 
Henrietta. 


“What a gorgeous panorama!” she burbled, and pointed vaguely with a thin hand. “Don’t you 
think so, Mr. Joslin?” 
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Lullaby followed the direction of her hand, and all he saw was a slinking animal disappearing 
through the mesquite. 

"Out here we call 'em coyotes,” he remarked. 

“Mr. Joslin, do you care for archaeology?” 

“I never eat any,” Joslin answered. “I always thought they were hard to peel.” 

“Oh, oh! You say the cleverest things,” Henrietta simpered. “You know, I just adore travelling 
around the country collecting old fossils.” 

"Well, here's one old fossil you aren't collecting,” cried Lullaby, and urged his horse into a 
canter. 

Lullaby joined his two pals, who were riding with Betty and the professors. 

“Hey, Stony!” he called out, and they turned to see why his voice was so full of suppressed 
excitement. “I’ve just remembered something." He produced from his saddle pouch a book. “Maybe 
Miss Betty would like this notebook we picked up near Flaxon the day we found him?" 

Stony took the book. 

"Looks like Indian hieroglyphics.” 

"Oh, let me see it! Maybe I can read it,” eagerly cried the girl. “Why, these hieroglyphics were 
written by my father. They are instructions and a detailed map on how to reach the Lost City.” 

“Then the city does exist!" cried Professor Brewster. 

“The map leads to a cave where further directions will be found carved on one of the walls," 
Betty explained. “The entrance to the Lost City lies at the base of the Whistling Skull.” 

“As leader of the expedition I'll take charge of that map.” 

Professor Cleary held out his hand. 

“Why should you have it?” harshly questioned Professor Brewster. "Betty is the only one who 
can decipher the hieroglyphics.” 

When Frone began to argue that he had a right to the book, Stony decided it was time to intervene. 

“To settle the argument, we'll each take a piece of this map,” he said in determined tones. 

"And when we get stuck for directions," added Tucson, *we'll place them all together." 

And so the map was divided into sections, even the Mesquiteers having their share. 

That night the party made camp near some foothills and in the shadow of some leafless trees. 
Most of the party retired to their quarters, but the Three Mesquiteers sat outside their tent, talking 
around a small fire. They were talking in whispers when from one of the tents stepped a tall, unshaven 
man, and they eyed him closely. Coggins was a cowpuncher who had volunteered to join the expedition 
for feed and two bucks a day. 

"Say, Tucson, do you see what he's doing?" Stony nudged his friend. 

“Yeah, he's hanging out dish cloths,” was the answer. "He's doing the cooking with this outfit, 
ain't he?" 

“Them dish cloths look kinda dirty to me,” said Lullaby, head on one side. 

"See the way he's arranged those cloths,” hissed Stony. “Maybe those cloths are a signal to some- 
body. See his face. Those narrow eyes. It's the sign of a killer." 

"So you're starting all over again," firecely complained Tucson. 

“Pve a hunch that there's a killer in this party,” stoutly averred Stony. “And from now on I'm not 
going to let Coggins out of my sight." 

“TH keep my eyes on Brewster,” promised Tucson. 

“TU take Rutledge and the Indian,” agreed Lullaby, and yawned. ‘ How about turning in, buddies?” 
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THE RIDERS OF THE WHISTLING SKULL continued 


The Three Mesquiteers lay down on blankets close to their horses, and they slept with one eye 
open. 

Near the wagons Professor Cleary, rifle over one shoulder, paced up and down on sentry duty. It 
was a very clear night, so light that one could see the distant hills clearly. A tent flap parted and a face 
peered forth, hard, fierce eyes scanned those hills, and presently saw a faint puff like a cloud ascend 
heavenwards — an Indian smoke signal. The flap slid back noiselessly. 

Another tent flap was thrown back and very silently Coggins, an axe in his brawny hands, stepped 
forth. A quick glance around and noiselessly he hurried from the camp. Scarce had he gone than from 
one of the wagons Professor Brewster climbed down and set out in the same direction as Coggins. 

The Three Mesquiteers sat up and without wasting time hitched on their gun-belts and followed 
Brewster. They came to a little clearing, and Stony motioned his companions to silence as he pointed. 
Coggins and the Professor had come face to face. 

“Where do you think you're going, Coggins?” Brewster demanded. 

“I’m going after firewood,” was the surly reply. “And I don’t see why I was followed." 

Stony strode forward with Tucson and Lullaby close at his heels. 

"Supposin' you both get back to camp,” he suggested quietly. "And stay there ——" 

A hoarse scream of a man in agony made them whip around. They turned and raced back for camp. 
They found Betty and Henrietta, who had a wagon to themselves, clad in dressing-gowns and peering 
anxiously around the canvas flap. 


"It sounded like Professor Cleary's voice,” Betty whispered fearfully as Stony rushed up. “It was 
quite close." 


Not many yards away they found Professor Cleary lying flat on his face, and from his back protrud- 
ed an arrow. 

"Is he dead?" Lullaby asked Tucson, who was kneeling beside the still figure. 

“Yeah. Probably never knew what hit him." 

Stony fetched a hurricane lantern and he saw on the shaft of the arrow the same queer signs that had 
been notched on the dagger. He broke off the shaft and took it to Betty. 

"You're right, Stony," she said in a whisper. “And it's the same curse, too." 

By now all the rest of the party seemed to be gathered round the corpse. 

“I think the wisest thing to do is to turn back,” Rutledge exclaimed casting nervous glances around. 
"It's impossible to cope with an enemy that you can't see.” 

"I'm inclined to agree with you,” said Brewster, who was shaking as if with ague. 

"Cleary's section of the map is gone," Tucson reported. 

It was then that someone noticed that Professor Frone was not present. He was not in his small tent, 
and there were ominous glances when it was found that one of the horses had gone. 

*Frone's disappearance proves conclusively that he’s mixed up in these murders," Stony told the 
party. 

“I can’t believe it,” instantly answered Betty. “Professor Frone was one of my father’s best friends." 

"Facts are facte, Betty. The thought of gold in the Lost City probably turned him from an honest 
explorer into a cold-blooded murderer.” 

“The loss of Cleary's section of the map puts us in a tough spot,” commented Tucson. 

"Map or no map, I intend pushing on in the search of my father," firmly contended Betty. 

“We'll continue the trip tomorrow and take a chance on finding the cave," Stony decided after a 
moment's thought. “All of you folks turn in. One of us will take guard duty." 
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Lullaby took the first watch and he got Elmer out of his carpet bag for company. Lullaby loved 
having a talk with his puppet, but that night there was a third party. Henrietta said she was so nervous 
and excited that she could not possibly sleep, and did the brave Mr. Joslin mind if she stayed up and 
talked to him for a while. 

“I’m not the least bit afraid when you're with me, Mr. Joslin.” 

“I wish I could say the same, ma’am,” Lullaby muttered. 

“I envy Elmer. He's your constant companion.” 

“Me and Elmer have been through a lot together." 

“May I call you, Lullaby?” coyly asked Henrietta. “I feel I know you so well already.” 

The puppet turned its head and stared balefully and suspiciously at the woman. 

“Watch your step, pard,” he wheezed in husky tones. 

Henrietta was startled, because it just seemed as if Elmer were alive. Even the puppet’s eyes seem- 
ed to be watching her. 

“I wonder what Elmer's thinking about?” she said. 

"I'm thinking that you're a pretty fast worker!" retorted the puppet, and leaned more forward. 
"Say, how old are you?” 

"I'm twenty-nine.” 

"Say, don't pull that on me, kid.” Elmer turned up his top lip in a sneer. “You ain't seen twenty- 
nine since Columbus discovered America.” 

“How dare you!” cried Henrietta. “I’m twenty-nine.” 

"Kinda touchy about your age, ain'tcha, kid?” leered Elmer. “I ain't no sap like Lullaby. I've 
been around. You ain't no chicken." 

Henrietta gave a large “Oh!” of indignation, slapped the puppet's face and stormed off to bed. She 
couldn't tell whether it was Lullaby or Elmer who roared their laughter and relief. 


In the morning the journey towards the mountains was continued, and by mid-day they came to 
the foot of a rocky, barren range. Just ugly grey rock with no sign of verdure or forestry. Impossible 
for any human being to dwell among these grey masses of rock, and yet glasses might have revealed 
brown bodies crouched upon ledges and watching the approach of the wagon train with hate-filled eyes. 

It was Rutledge who halted the train with a sharp exclamation of warning and pointed. A horse 
was coming slowly towards them and there was something on the animal's back that swayed with every 
movement. 

"It's Professor Frone!" cried the trader. 

Rutledge and Tucson lifted the poor fellow from the saddle. Frone was garbed only in trousers. 
His thin chest and arched back were covered in terrible weals and stripes. On his chest a skull had been 
branded. His feet were bleeding. 

They bathed the professor's injuries and forced water between his lips, and after a while he showed 
signs of recovering his wits. 

"He's been whipped and tortured,” said Tucson, his strong jaw set in lines of righteous anger. 

“Have you ever seen that kind of a brand before, Otah?" Rutledge asked the guide. 

“It’s the brand of the mysterious lost cult who call themselves Sons of Anatasia,” answered Otah, 
who spoke English perfectly but with a soft, curious accent. 

It was some while before Frone was able to recount what had happened. 
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"I woke up thinking something was wrong, and then a heavy object crashed down on my head, 
and when I regained consciousness I was in the camp of strange Indians. They tied me to a sacrificial 
altar and after torturing me burned the sign of their cult on my chest. Then they tied me to a horse 
and turned me loose, and I remember little more till I heard voices that I knew and realized I was 
saved." 

"What about your section of the map, Professor Frone?" questioned Stony. 

“It was in my shirt, and that was stripped from me before the torture.” 

“I’m turning back!" suddenly shouted Professor Brewster, his fat face flabby with terror. 

“So am I!” cried Rutledge. “It’s suicide to continue.” 

“Rutledge is right," added Coggins. 

“If the rest of you want to turn back that’s your privilege,” fearlessly Betty stated. “But I intend 
to keep on and learn definitely whether my father’s alive or not.” 

"You can leave if you want to," Tucson went and stood beside the girl. “But all sections of the map 
stay with us.” 

Stony and Lullaby backed this up by ranging themselves alongside. 

“Humm!” Professor Brewster hesitated. “Naturally, if Betty goes, we'll all go.” 

“Guess it would be the right thing to do,” Rutledge decided. 

“You will stay close, won't you, Lullaby?" Henrietta suddenly grabbed hold of Lullaby’s arm. 

The latter gave a snort. 


“Don’t worry! I ain’t got a chance in the world of getting separated from you,” he said in resigned 
tones. 

When Frone had been made thoroughly comfortable in a wagon the journey was resumed. Stony 
led the way round the base of the hills, searching for caves or any sort of cleft in the rocky range. 

They came towards broken country in the dusk. On one side were the sheer towering cliffs, but all 
around were small rocky hillocks. Obviously at some time there had been a huge landslide and those 
massive boulders had come crashing down. They had to thread their way amongst the rocks, and Stony 
urged the party to greater speed as the place had an ominous appearance. Stony was right, because the 
wagon train had not gone far when something streaky whizzed past his nose, and turning in surprise he 
saw a long-shafted arrow bury itself in the sandy trail. 

It was the signal for the attack. Tiny brown figures appeared on the mountain side and began to 
shoot with primitive bows and arrows. Fortunately their shooting was not very accurate, though many 
of the arrows found a mark in the canvas sides of the prairie schooners. The Mesquiteers were beginning 
to hope that they could win through to the open country beyond when the Indians began to use a much 
more dangerous weapon. Arrows soaked in some kind of pitch came flying through the air blazing 
fiercely, and two striking a schooner at once set it afire. The speed of the horses fanned the flames and 
in a matter of seconds the schooner was a mass of fire. The roar of the flames terrified the horses into a 
mad gallop. 

Except for good shooting by the Mesquiteers none of the party rendered any assistance in keeping 
the Indians in hand. 

It was Tucson who yelled to Stony that they must do something about the blazing schooner as 
Coggins, the driver, seemed quite incapable of holding the horses. Lullaby had fallen back to assist Betty, 
whose horse had little speed or stamina. 

Then Coggins lost his nerve and flung himself from his seat, to roll over and over in the sand. The 
big fellow got to his feet and raced madly towards the cover of some rocks. Stony drew alongside the 
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blazing schooner and daringly jumped on to the back of one of the maddened horses. A moment later 
Tucson on the other side managed to get to the driver’s seat. By now all the canvas had been burnt 
away and the schooner itself was blazing. 

"Cut the horses loose from the wagon!” Stony yelled at the top of his voice. 

Tucson nodded, and his powerful hands pulled out a bolt from the doubletrees and yelled to 
Stony that the horses were free as the cross-piece slid along the tongue of the wagon. Stony, though 
unable to check the pace of the horses, had got his wiry hands on the reins, and, exerting all his strength, 
strove to swing the animals in another direction, because just ahead the track seemed to end and he 
feared that there might be a chasm beyond. He was right, and just in time Tucson saw the danger and 
flung himself to safety. The wagon, under its own momentum, ran down the slight incline and vanished 
from sight. 

When Stony and Tucson reached the edge they had the mortification of seeing a blazing, twisted 
heap of wreckage lying a hundred feet down on a dried-up river bed. 

“All our grub and water was on that wagon!” cried Tucson. 

" Yeah, I know it,” answered Stony. “Let's head back.” 

The other wagons succeeded in getting through to safety, but Stony roughly counting the little 
party, found that there were two missing. 

"Where's Lullaby and Betty?” 

"We were attacked from the rocks,” spluttered the panting Brewster, glancing round fearfully. “The 
air was thick with arrows and ——” 

“We’ll make camp here,” Tucson interrupted. "There's plenty of cover by those boulders. Take 
charge, Rutledge, and prepare for a seige if necessary. We’re going back to look for them.” 

The two Mesquiteers raced back towards those overhanging, menacing cliffs, but this time they 
were not molested. Suddenly they say a figure lying prone on the ground and they reined in their horses. 
They dismounted and dragged Lullaby to his feet. 

"What happened?” shouted Stony. “And where's Betty?" 

"Search me!" mumbled the dazed Lullaby. “Our horses fell, and when I opened my eyes a moment 
ago she wasn't anywhere to be scen." 

Tucson pointed. 

“Well, that rope didn’t get there by itself," he muttered angrily. 

The rope was lashed to a couple of boulders, and Stony examined it closely. 

“That’s no Indian rope,” he said. “It’s a white man’s.” His hand shot out. “There’s the trail — let's 
follow it.” 

Lullaby’s horse was well-trained and came to a shrill whistle. The Mesquiteers mounted and headed 
for the the cliff face. By some overhanging rock they left their horses and went forward on foot with 
Tucson in the lead. The giant pointed a hand upwards and they saw a sentry standing motionless on a 
pinnacle of rock. 

"Keep me covered with your guns,” whispered Tucson. “I’m going to get that guard out of the way.” 

All the while a queer thumping sound came to the ears of Stony and Lullaby. They watched their 
comrade scramble like a cat up the cliff face and finally vanish in some cleft. It seemed an eternity before 
Tucson re-appeared on the ledge behind the watching sentry. Too late the Indian heard the stealthy foot- 
fall behind him. Tucson swung the wretch up in his mighty arms and tossed him into space. 

Stony and Lullaby scrambled cautiously up the cliff face and finally joined Tucson. There was a 
winding trail and in many places steps had been cut. With their guns ready they climbed upwards, and 
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gradually the thudding noise grew louder. Stony knew that the sound was that of drums, and was 
afraid — it sounded like some sort of ceremony. Now the three brave soldiers of fortune could hear 
weird chanting and they proceeded with added caution. 

They came to an opening in the cliff face and without hesitation entered. By now the chanting 
and the drums were deafening. The tunnel opened out into a huge cave which was illuminated with 
blazing flares stuck into clefts in the rocky walls. The center of the cave was level, and here a weird 
creature painted and bedecked with a waistband of skulls was dancing round and round, screeching 
and waving his arms. 


“It’s the cult of the religious fanatics that tortured Frone,” hissed Stony. “See if you can spot 
Betty.” 
Scarce had he spoken than three Indians appeared, and in their arms they held Betty prisoner. 

The witch doctor began to dance all the more fiercely and a guttural shout of exultation went up 
from the thirty or forty Indians grouped round the walls of the cave. 

"It's Betty," Stony glanced around. “Watch it, boys — I'm going down.” 

The witch doctor let out an unearthly howl and drew out a long knife and began to dance round 
a stone slab, which was the sacrificial altar. 

The drums ceased, and so did the howling when a gun roared and the witch doctor dropped to 
the ground in a heap. Then Stony leapt into the arena and his two guns menaced the occupants of the 
cave. The three Indians holding Betty darted away in fear and the girl ran to Stony's side. 

“If you attempt to follow us, I fire!" Stony shouted, paying particular attention to a fat, evil 
fellow who sat on a stone seat. 

The Indians did not understand what he said and two drew out throwing knives. Two guns roared, 
and then they understood that this intrepid white man was not alone. Tucson and Lullaby stood up 
and brandished their guns. 


“I warn you to turn back or your entire party will be wiped out!" The high priest spoke his 
English almost perfectly. 


"You'll be wiped out if you try any tricks!” retorted Stony. “Tell your men that we ain't in any 
mood for interference." 

Stony helped Betty to the mouth of the cave, and here Tucson covered the retreat. The Indians 
were scared of the shooting of the white man and made no attempt to follow. They scrambled down 
the cliff face and reached the horses. Only then did the Indians show themselves and Lullaby grinned 


happily when his gun brought down one rascal who tried to fling a spear at them. Without further 
adventure they got back to the camp. 


All that night the drums went on beating so that it was impossible to sleep. Once a hail of blazing 
arrows pitched just short of the camp. 


“These drums are driving me crazy," Frone shouted with the coming of dawn. “We'll never find 
the cave. We've got to turn back." 

“We can't go back without water," argued Tucson. “Our only chance is to find the Lost City.” 

“I feel sure we're travelling in the right direction.” Betty was not daunted by her terrible ordeal. 
“I’m sure we'll find directions in that cave." 

And in spite of the fact that three bits of the map were missing there was sufficient remaining to 
guide them to the cave. Here a bitter disappointment awaited them. The writing on the walls had been 
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chiselled away. 

“The marks are fresh — not over a day old,” Stony, the detective, told them. 

“This expedition is hopeless,” Frone raved. “We're lost, and we've no water. We must turn back 
before we're all killed." 

“Take it easy, Frone." Tucson's powerful voice silenced the panic. "We've heard a queer 
whispering sound, and Stony reckons it's the Whistling Skull. By following that sound we're bound to 
locate the Lost City." 

“That sound comes from a long way off, Tucson,” spoke Rutledge. “Without water it’s hopeless 
to go on." 

"So you think it's better to die of thirst here, eh?" Stony said sharply. “Well, we're gonna make 
camp outside and then look for water." 

The Three Mesquiteers went outside, and here Lullaby lowered his voice to a husky whisper. 

“How come you got two canteens of water ditched in the equipment under the supply wagon? 
Why are you letting everybody run around with their tongues hanging out?" 

"Those two canteens are for the women in case my plan goes wrong. We're going to spread out 
and look for water. Now, the killer in this party knows the country and he'll tip his hand by heading 
right for a water hole." Stony smiled as they nodded their approval of the plan. "Lullaby, you follow 
Brewster. Tucson, you shadow Otah, and PU track Rutledge. Frone and Coggins I’m going to leave 
with the women. The first person to find water will fire three shots as a signal." 

The others fell in with the plan and Tucson and Stony had a surprise because their trails met. 
Rutledge and Otah had joined forces. Stealthily they trailed those distant specks of dust and came to 
rocky country similar to the place where the Indians had made their attack. They witnessed from the 
cover of a stunted tree Rutledge and Otah at a water hole, and they saw the two men drink and then 
gallop away. Suddenly they realized something else — the whispering sound was much louder. 

Tucson gripped Stony's arm and pointed. Almost overhead they could see a curious rock pro- 
trusion that was like a death's head. 

“It’s the Whistling Skull, Stony." 

“And those two are our men," answered Stony. “They haven't given us the signal. Come on!” 

But when Stony urged his bronc forward Tucson tore after him and headed him off. 

"Easy, Stony!" he shouted. “Now that we know Otah and Rutledge are responsible for our 
trouble, we can depend on the rest of our outfit. Why not bring them all up here?" 

Reluctantly Stony had to give way. He realized that Tucson was right, but he would have given 
anything to have gone after those two and had a showdown. So they raced back to camp, where three 
shots soon brought Lullaby and Brewster galloping in. 

The party headed at once for the new camp, and there was an eager rush by all for the small, 
dirty pool. Stony stared towards the Whistling Skull and then shaded his eyes — a long ladder reached 
from the Skull down to the foot of the cliff. Then he saw a movement among the rocks and a hideous 
brown face appeared. From the cliff face a shot rang out and there was a scream, for the canteen that 
Betty held had been shot out of her hand. The rocks all around seemed to be alive with crawling brown 
figures, and Stony whipped up his gun as he saw Rutledge's face peering over a rock. His gun roared 
and the man bobbed back in the nick of time. 

"Head for the Skull!” Stony yelled, realizing that it was their only chance of escaping from this 
ambush. 

Tucson and Stony kept up a covering fire. Two Indians were hit, and that checked the attack. 
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Rutledge must have seen the two Mesquiteers and planted the Indians all round the water hole. The 
Indians began to dart from boulder to boulder, while the voice of Rutledge could be heard roaring 
orders. Coggins fell to a bullet from Otah. The Mesquiteers had to leave the poor wretch to his fate. 
“Up the ladder!" Stony ordered. “All of you! Tucson and I'll keep you covered till you're 
inside." 

The Indians rushed, and two of them dropped in their tracks. Then Lullaby, who had gone 
first and reached a stone ledge, was able to fire down on the Indians, and they fled after he had suc- 
ceeded in hitting four of them. 

Stony was the last to climb the ladder, and they were all lying flat on the ledge when the top of 
the ladder began to move. Tucson was too late to grip it, and when they peered downwards they saw 
the ladder fall and saw a darting figure. They fired, but they were too late. Rutledge and Otah ap- 
peared from behind some rocks and their laughter was taunting, because they thought they had the 
party trapped in the Whistling Skull. 

A small opening gave access to the huge domed-shaped rock that was so like a skull. There was 
an aperture in the skull that found outlet through the gash that was supposed to resemble the jaws, 
and this caused the whistling. Guided by Lullaby, the small party entered. It was honeycombed with 
small rooms and smelt fusty. The walls were carved with queer pictures and there were a number of 
gruesome images of gods. À number of wooden cases reposed against the walls with the lids open, 
and inside were objects wrapped in brown bandages — the party guessed that they were mummies. 
Brewster had a flashlight with him and the beam showed up the gruesomeness of this place, which was 
probably the burial place of the tribes. 

Stony detailed Professor Frone to remain near the entrance and give warning of any alarm. A 
screech from Henrietta startled everyone. 

"Look! That mummy was moving away." 

A figure wrapped in rags that had been mistaken for a mummy suddenly whipped out a knife 
and dived for the entrance with the intention of plunging the weapon into Frone's back. Tucson's 
gun spoke, and the Indian spun around to fall in a heap. 

"I don't think that mnummy'll bother us any more!" grunted the big fellow. 

“Is that you, Rutledge?” The voice was faint and hoarse. 

They looked at each other in surprise. Who had spoken? Brewster's flashlight showed a solid 
stone door, and Tucson hurled his weight against it. Bound to a ring in the wall by stout ropes was a 
ragged, unkempt figure — a man with a huge beard. 

“Dad!” sobbed Betty, and threw herself into the prisoner's arms. 

They cut Professor Marsh's bonds and gave him water — Stony had brought his two precious 
water bottles. In halting tones the prisoner told them his adventures. 

* ——And because I wouldn't tell where Flaxon and I hid the treasure, Rutledge and his men held 
me a prisoner. Rutledge is a half-breed, and a member of the Indian cult that attacked you. He's 
been searching for the lost treasure." 

“Is there any other way out of this skull besides the entrance we came through?" Stony asked. 

“Yes, there's a rope ladder that leads up to an opening in the eye. That's the way Professor 
l'laxon escaped.” 

“Brewster, you take charge here,” Stony decided after Professor Marsh had shown him the lad- 
der. "We'll try to get out of the skull and bring back help." 

The Three Mesquiteers climbed up the ladder and found themselves in a huge cavity, which had 
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been carved to the shape of an eye. They peered forth and could see the mountain range and the 
open desert, and they noticed with a shudder that there was a sheer drop of one hundred feet, where 
a shingly slope ran down to the foot of the mountain. 

"Let's cut the rungs off the rope ladder and use the rope to get down to our horses,”-Stony 
suggested. 

The plan was approved and the ladder drawn up. In the cramped space the three friends cut off 
the rope rungs and found themselves with a rope over a hundred feet long. They lashed the end of 
the rope securely, and Tucson went first. When Tucson had maneuvered a ledge and vanished from 
sight Stony clambered out on the eye of the skull. 

The rope was old, and when Stony reached the ledge he saw that it was fraying. Clinging to the 
rope, he reached down to try to get a hold of the rope before it snapped, but he was too late. He shut 
his eyes and then dared to look. There was Tucson lying on a ledge, and even as he watched he saw 
the giant heave himself slowly to his feet. Tucson coiled the broken length of rope and then began to 
slide down the shingly slope. 

Stony saw three Indians emerge from the shelter of some rocks and go after Tucson. He looked 
desperately around to find some way of helping his friend and noticed that the ledge ended in some 
broken rocks that had good hand and foot hold. He crawled to the rocks and made a daring descent 
to the slope below. By now Tucson was nowhere in sight, but he knew the direction Tucson must 
take to the horses, and followed. 

By now Rutledge knew the Mesquiteers were trying to escape, and when Stony reached the foot 
of the slope a dozen or more Indians hurled themselves on him and bore him to the ground. Otah 
stood over the fallen Mesquiteer and threatened to kill him. Struggling vainly he was taken to a cavern, 
where he found Rutledge and many more Indians. 

"Well, if it isn't the young detective," jeered Rutledge. 

“You can't get away with this!” Stony shouted. 

“These people are the people of my mother,” answered the half-breed. "And as their leader and 
high priest of Anatasia, I demand that you return the treasure." 

"Demand all you want. I don't know where it is." 

"But you can persuade Professor Marsh to return it,” sneered Rutledge. “Take him out where 
they can see him." 

Lullaby had lowered himself with the rope down into the center of the skull, and was narrating 
what had happened when he heard a shout. 

“PIL see who it is," Lullaby decided, and hand over fist clambered back to the eye. 

“If Professor Marsh will tell us where he and Flaxon hid the treasure we'll turn Stony loose and 
allow you all to leave the Lost City." 

“And if Marsh refuses?" Lullaby questioned. 

"Stony will be turned over to my people for sacrifice." 

"Don't do it, Lullaby,” Stony yelled. “It’s a trick.” 

Lullaby saw the Indians drag Stony away. 

"Hey, Rutledge!" Lullaby shouted, and the fanatical half-breed looked upwards. *'If you'll let us 
hold you as a hostage, we'll tell you where the gold is hidden." 

Rutledge flung up his gun and fired, and Lullaby ducked. The expression on his face was comical 
as he saw the bullet-hole in his hat. He hailed the party below. 

"I'm gonna do something to try to save Stony,” he shouted down. “Rutledge has collared him 
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and talks about having him sacrificed. I’m not standing for that. You all stay here and keep out of 
sight. Better have one of my guns. Catch!" He tossed it down and it was caught by Betty. “So long." 

Lullaby reached the ledge and crawled along to the rocks, but instead of climbing downwards he 
drew himself up the cliff face to come at last to a sort of plateau. Lying flat on his stomach he was able 
to peer down. What were these pesky Indians doing with that pile of stones? 

Lullaby saw them fix a great wooden cross in the center of the stones, and then the cursed drums 
began to play, and a lot of half-naked Indians began to hop around the cross. When he saw the Indians 
dragging Stony he knew that the cross was some new form of torture. Wood was being piled over the 
stones. 

"They're gonna burn Stony alive,” he muttered, and looked around. “By gar, I've gotta do some- 
thing!" 

The eyes of Lullaby Joslin focused themselves on the great boulders that covered the plateau. If 


he could only move one he might start an avalanche that would be a fitting revenge should these Indians 
dare to harm Stony. 


Tucson led the Indians a fine chase. He was the swifter, but they knew those rocks so much better 
than he did. He planned to tire them out and then to double back to the horses. To his chagrin he found 
himself tiring. The thud with which he had landed on that ledge had bruised his ribs badly. He tripped 
and went sprawling, and a tomahawk hit the sand close to his side. 

Tucson gripped the weapon and squirmed around. The Indian who had thrown the tomahawk was 
only a few feet away, and Tucson could not miss. The heavy blade caught the rascal full in the face and 
almost severed his head from his body. The other two Indians drew their knives, and Tucson decided it 
was time to use his gun. Tucson drilled them neatly through their shoulders, thus incapacitating, but not 
killing. 

His shirt had been stripped from him in the slide down the shingly slope, and he stood there like 
some gigantic ape man waiting for any others that cared to attack him. A sound made him spin around. 
A posse of horsemen. Waving his arms, he raced to meet them. 

“It’s a good thing the sheriff decided to have us follow you fellows,” cried the deputy sheriff. 

“Rutledge and a bunch of Indians have got the others corralled in a thing they call the Whistling 
Skull,” Tucson pointed. “You can just see a bit of it jutting out from the rock face. We found Professor 
Marsh a prisoner. If we make it slick we should spring a surprise-on Rutledge and his Indians.” 

“Jim, give him your horse,” the deputy called out to one of his men. “You follow on foot.” 

Meanwhile Betty had found a way of getting up to the eye of the Whistling Skull and the little party 
stared down in agony at the scene below. They had Stony strapped to the wooden cross. The Indians 
were grouped around beating drums, while others danced around howling and shrieking. 

“PI have to agree to Rutledge's demands,” cried Professor Marsh. “I’m going to hail him.” 

It was at this moment that Lullaby, putting all his weight against a great boulder, felt it move. The 
huge mass began to turn. Another push and Lullaby knew it would go crashing down the mountainside. 

Otah came tearing up to Rutledge to say that a body of horsemen, led by a half-naked giant, were 
coming that way. The half-breed cursed and was about to shout an order when something made him 
glance upwards. A huge boulder was on the edge of the plateau, and even as he stared in horror the stone 
toppled over. It landed on a slight slope of boulders and small stones. It was slow in starting, but soon 
the whole of the slope was moving downwards. More boulders even bigger than the first began to move, 
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and it even affected the plateau on which Lullaby lay, staring down at the havoc that he had wrought. 
He scampered back to safety as a great crack appeared in the plateau and the whole cliff face went 
sliding downwards. 

Amidst all this inferno could be heard the sharp staccato reports of the guns of the posse. The 
Indians thought that the wrath of their gods was against them and fled towards the caves and passages 
that honeycombed the mountains and led into the vast subterranean cavern which was the Lost City. 
They fled to their doom. The whole mountain began to cave in. By some miracle the rock of which 
the Whistling Skull was part alone resisted the shock, though the skull swayed and shook in a manner 
that terrified the small party. 

Stony, bound fast to the cross, stared fascinated at the boulders and stones crashing downwards. 
He saw several Indians smashed to pulp by the great missiles, and with a twisted smile thought that 
soon some would be sure to hit him. He had struggled vainly to get free of his bonds. 

Tucson flung himself from his horse and, tomahawk in hand, went racing to the rescue. A boulder 
ahead of the others came bounding towards the two men and whistled past like an immense cannon- 
ball. 

"Near thing!” gasped Tucson, and with swift blows began to hack at the ropes. In a few seconds 
Stony was free. 

Stony staggered a few yards, but there was no circulation in his feet, and he stumbled. Tucson 
yanked him up, and with one arm around his friend began a desperate scramble to get out of the path 
of the avalanche. They made it and then looked back. Even Stony gave a slight gasp when a huge 
boulder hit the cross to which he had been bound and split it in pieces. 

Rutledge had gone with the others towards the shelter of the mountain. Beneath hundreds of 
tons of earth they found their resting place. The Lost City was buried under tons of rock and the Tribe 
of Anatasia was wiped out to a man. 

It was a somewhat depressed little party that went back to the trading post. Never would the hand 
of man possess the treasure of the Lost City, because in one of the caverns Professor Marsh and Flaxon 
had hidden it. 

On reaching the trading post the Three Mesquiteers said goodbye to Professor Marsh and his com- 
panions. Stony went out of his way to explain to Betty Marsh where their ranch was situated and to 
find out where he could write to her. 

“Fine thing you've done," grumbled Lullaby as they hit the trail for their ranch. 

"How come?" asked Stony. 

"She'll bring Henrietta with her." Lullaby shook his head dismally. “That dame has designs on 
me.” i 

“Yeah, and don’t say I didn’t warn yuh,” jeered Elmer, who had been up till then asleep in his 
master’s arms. "And she'll get yuh, you big galoot!” 

The Three Mesquiteers rode on their way laughing. 
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Tom O'Malley admitted to himself that he had been a little too trustful. Yet he couldn't have 
left the man in black to die in the desert. From a rocky ridge the young U.S. Marshal had seen the 
staggering figure, seen it topple forward as he rode to the rescue. 

Not until Tom had turned to take his water-bottle from the saddle did the seemingly uncon- 
scious man snarl: “Start reachin’!” 

Turning calmly, with hands going up, Tom recognized the dusty, sneering man at once. 

“How'd you get out this time, Raven? Break out as usual, or did they parole you?" 

The outlaw known as Raven grinned coldly. 

“It wouldn't do you any good if I told you, Marshal. Hang that canteen on the saddle-horn and 
back up two paces. Unbuckle your gunbelt and let it drop." 

Shrugging, Tom did as he was told under the menace of the hold-up man's gun. 

Y ou're a sociable cuss, considering I just saved your life!" 

“Yeah, too bad I can't return the favor,” grinned the Raven, drinking from Tom's canteen 
thirstily. “You won't be needin' your badge and identification papers any more, Marshal, so I'll borrow 
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He glanced quickly at the letter which the fuming Marshal handed over with his badge. Addressed 
to Tom O'Malley, it read: “As per our conversation of last week, proceed at once to Gunsight; make a 
thorough investigation of lawless conditions. Will expect complete report from you within fifteen days.” 

The Raven’s cold eyes flickered on Tom’s face. 

“So you're going to Gunsight? I mean you were going to Gunsight. I was headin’ there myself till 
my horse stepped in a hole and broke his leg." 

“Too bad it was the horse!" 

“Shut up!" The Raven ordered Tom to get out of his clothes. In the glaring silence of the rock- 
strewn desert, the Marshal and the outlaw changed clothes. Then the Raven mounted, grinning evily. 
“So long. O'Malley, I hope you enjoy the walk!" 

Unarmed, without water or a mount, Tom O'Malley was left standing alone, watching the Raven 
ride away. With grim face he stood there for a moment, then he started walking. It was the only thing 
to do. 

Tom's high-heeled riding boots were not made for walking. Soon his feet were sore and he stagger- 
ed slightly. Then thirst came upon him, drying his mouth and lips. The searing sun beat down, sending 
waves of heat off the burning rocks. Tough as he was, he began to get slightly light-headed. He had no 
idea how many miles he had gone in this dazed condition, when, at a point where the trail narrowed be- 
tween rock walls, he found his water-bottle. It had been split and was empty. 

The Marshal's eyes narrowed. The Raven had evidently knocked it accidentally as he rode through. 
Tom threw it down and walked on. The Raven was nearly as bad off as himself now — without water. 
But he had a horse. 

A mile further on Tom began running clumsily. His aching eyes had spotted a pile of rocks ahead, 
with traces of greenery around them. With a hoarse cry of relief he flung himself down beside a small 
stagnant pool of water. He lowered his face to drink deeply. 

Then a croaking voice said: ‘Go ahead and drink, Marshal. I like company!” 

Tom's head jerked back. Leaning weakly against the rocks at the other side of the pool was the 
Raven, his face lined with pain. As Tom glared at him he rolled over. The Raven was dead. And on 
the rocks behind him was scratched: “Bad Water." 

Tom scooped up a handful of water, smelled it, and dashed it aside with a grimace of disgust. No 
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doubt about it, the pool was poisoned. He licked his cracked lips, then went to the Raven’s body and 
searched his pockets, retrieving his own papers. He picked up a note that dropped out with them. 

“ “This is the Raven,’ " he read, “ ‘you asked me to locate. You know his reputation, so I don’t 
have to say any more — RED.’ " Interesting, since it was addressed to Flash Arnold, Gunsight, Arizona. 
Tom O'Malley was thoughtful as he tucked the note away in his pocket and began scooping a 

shallow hole in which to bury the unlucky Raven. 


Gunsight was a typical town of the lawless days of the West — a collection of frame buildings 
lining a dusty main street. There was some excitement and a lot of anger among the townspeople when, 
not for the first time, the stagecoach rattled in with one of its guards badly wounded. 

To Mayor Blaine, who headed the excited crowd, the driver explained that they had been held up, 
the bandits escaping with the express money and the gold shipment from the Elkhorn mine. Mayor 
Blaine, a heavy-jawed, thickset man verging on sixty, came in for a lot of criticism from the better 
elements of the town. 

“Now, listen to me, boys," he said in his suave, deep voice, “you elected me Mayor of Gunsight, 
and I've served you faithfully and honestly a good many years. I tried to keep peace in this town with 
very little success, and you know the reason why. It's been the lack of competent officers. But threats 
and the talk of forming a Vigilante committee will not help." 

"We're not criticizing you, Mayor Blaine, but how about that United States Marshal we asked you 
to send for?" 

“The Department of Justice has notified me that a U.S. Marshal is on his way here. All I ask you 
is to be patient, my friends. Gunsight must be purged of its lawlessness, and when the new Marshal 
does get here, I know the better element will back him to the limit!" 

While the citizens were cheering the mayor's announcement, two dusty figures were slinking up 
the outside stairs at the back of the Gold Nugget Saloon. Flash Arnold himself opened the back door 
of his quarters, which was so useful when careful people visited him. 

Nevada, the shorter of the two, a swarthy ruffian with a drooping black moustache, grinned as he 
planked a bag on the table. 

“There you are, Flash! Five thousand in gold and one thousand in paper money.” 

Flash Arnold congratulated Nevada and the bigger man, Pecos, a six-footer with a prizefighter's 
jaw. 

“Good work! You boys better put in an appearance downstairs!” 

The man who was said to run Gunsight was transferring the proceeds of the stagecoach hold-up to 
a safer place, when he had another visitor who gave the signal knocks on his back door. This time it was 
Gunsight's highly respected banker and mayor, Blaine, and Blaine was angry. 

“I told you to lay off those hold-ups and killings for the time being, Flash.” 

“I know you did,” said Flash nonchalantly. “I instructed the men accordingly." 

"Apparently your men don't obey orders very well." 

“What are you kicking about? This little job netted us around six thousand dollars." 

"Yes," snapped Blaine, "and aroused the businessmen in town to the point of forming a Vigilante 
Committee. I tell you, Flash, you've got to watch your step." 

"Well, there's nothing to worry about,” drawled Flash Arnold. "Aren't you the most powerful 
man in the community?" 
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“Oh, well, I do wield a certain amount of influence, Flash, but nevertheless, we’ve got to work 
on a little more secretly. The United States Marshal is due to arrive in Gunsight any day now, and we 
can’t take any chances.” 

“When the Raven gets here,” said Flash comfortably, “‘he’ll take care of the Marshal.” 

“When he gets here! I’ve been hearing about this Raven every day for a week now, and ——” 

“What are you getting so excited about? We'll be ready to pull out of Gunsight in a couple of 
weeks, anyway.” 


“I hope you're right,” muttered Blaine, turning to go, “but remember now, we've got to be 
careful." 

Tom O'Malley rode into Gunsight beside a covered wagon carrying a parson and his pretty young 
daughter. The Marshal had been saved the long, thirtsy ride to town by their arrival at the poisoned 
waterhole just as he finished burying the Raven. With the hospitality of the trail they had given him 
water from the barrel swinging on the wagon, and the journey to the frontier town had been made 
pleasanter by his conversation with them. 

Still in the Raven’s clothes he left them outside the Gold Nugget and went inside to have a look 
around. He was not wearing his badge, preferring to remain incognito until he saw how things stood. 
His meeting with the Raven had, as a matter of fact, given him a great idea which he wanted to test out. 

Flash Arnold was just announcing a new entertainer, Sam McGee, the singing waiter from Nogales, 
when Tom strolled in and leaned against the bar. The subsequent performance by Sam and a small cow- 
boy band gave the Marshal a chance to look around. He was not impressed by the features of the cus- 
tomers or of Flash Arnold himself. A fine bunch of crooks, especially the two who stayed close to the 
proprietor. 

Trouble started when a man burst in, shouting that a parson had just hit town and was nailing up 
church announcements at the general store. 

Nevada let out a yell of delight. 

* Let's take a look at him, fellows.” 

The roughs streamed out, whooping, and Tom, his face hardening, followed more quietly. He 
anticipated trouble for his friends, the Reverend Joshua Ross and his daughter, Ruth. 

Though the pounding of heavy feet on the boardwalk warned him, Parson Ross calmly went on 
tacking a notice to a post, until he was shoved aside roughly by the unshaven Nevada. 

“So you think we need religion in this town, eh?” jeered Flash Arnold’s chief gunman. 

“Perhaps,” said the parson coolly. "Most communities do." 

“Well, this is one that doesn’t!” 

" Are you speaking for the whole town or just for yourself?" 

“What difference does it make?” snarled Nevada roughly. *Gunsight don’t want any sky-pilot, 
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so start movin’. 


“My daughter and I plan to build a church here,” said the Reverend Ross quietly, “and make this 
village our home.” 

Nevada started to tear the notice down. 

“I said we don't want any sky-pilots in Gunsight!” 

As the parson tried to shove him away he brought his fist up in a cowardly blow that sent the old 
man staggering. 

"I'm thoroughly ashamed of you, Nevada,” protested the oily tones of Mayor Blaine. “If the 
Reverend Ross wishes to remain in this community, he is more than welcome." 
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“You stay out of this, Mayor!" roared Nevada. “I’m backin’ up what I started!” 

Then the parson hit him. The Reverend Ross was a big man and fit, despite his gray hairs. 
Nevada shot back and fell in a heap on the steps of the boardwalk. Snarling, the killer grabbed for 
his gun as he sprawled there. A heavy foot landed painfully on his wrist, pinning his arm to the 
ground. A cool voice drawled: 

"Hold it! Let go of that gun.” 

Tom O'Malley, taking a hand, jerked Nevada to his feet, trying to wrench the gun from him. 
Nevada hit out, and that was the last thing he knew for a minute or two, for something like a thunder- 
bolt landed on his jaw. Pecos joined in, backing up his evil comrade. 

He was a tougher proposition. The crowd yelled as the two big men slammed away at each 
other blow for blow. The dull thud of their punches ended suddenly as Pecos, too, went back in a 
heap, clawing for his gun. Tom O'Malley took it away from him while he was still dazed, and, empty- 
ing the chamber, returned it to him mockingly. 

Blaine was the first to congratulate him as the two crooks slunk away. Tom's cheery grin greeted 
his offer to give the stranger the post of constable in Gunsight. 

"Wouldn't the present sheriff object?" 

"Well," the Mayor smiled, “the last peace officer I appointed very foolishly got in the way of a 
stray bullet." 

" Are you sure it was a stray bullet?" asked Tom lightly. 

The oily banker rubbed his chin. 

"Well, now that you mention it, I’m not exactly sure.” 

Tom grinned. 

“Well, I guess it was a good thing I didn't accept your offer." 

“On the contrary, you could enforce law and order in Gunsight. It requires a man with nerve and 
a cool head. You have both." 

How cool Blaine didn't guess. Tom was saying nothing about his true profession — yet. Somehow 
he didn't exactly trust the frock-coated banker. 

“Well, if I change my mind about the constable's job, I'll let you know." 

The Marshal went back into the Gold Nugget, certain that the parson wouldn't be molested again; 
indeed, the better elements were already backing him up, glad of the plucky stand against the bully. 
Tom sat at an empty table, and presently Sam McGee, the new singing waiter, came over and removed 
the empty glasses. 

“Have any trouble getting set?” whispered Tom, out of the side of his mouth. 

“It was a cinch,” Sam breathed. “I wowed them. How come you're dressed like an undertaker?” 

Tom's eyes dropped to his black shirt and pants. 

"Remember the Raven?" 

"You mean that killer we caught in Texas last year?" 

"Yeah. From now on that's who I am. Make it a point that Flash Arnold gets that information.” 

Sam was staggered by the audacity of the plan. 

“I get the idea. Any other orders?" 

“The last stage held up," muttered Tom, "carried marked currency. Keep an eye open for some 
of the bills." 

Sam drifted away, and Tom went upstairs to find Flash Arnold. The proprietor, already warned 
by Nevada that the husky, fist-slinging stranger was on his way up, waited with a gun in his dressing- 
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gown pocket and greeted him with a pleasant smile. He greeted Tom cautiously, then his eyebrows 
rose as the black-garbed stranger calmly sat down in a chair near the table and handed him a note. 

Excitedly he passed it to Nevada, who was lounging near. It was the note of introduction that 
Tom had taken from the dead outlaw. 

“How long have you known Red?” snapped Flash Arnold. 

“Oh, maybe a month,” drawled the Marshal. “Maybe ten years.” 

“How well do you know him?” 

“Well enough.” 

“What did he tell you about me?” 

“Just that you were the head man in Gunsight, and that you ran the town.” 

Flash grinned. 

"Red gets funny ideas sometimes. Did he tell you what kind of job I had for you?” 

Tom glanced up at him. 

“No, just said to look you up.” 

Arnold whirled as the door opened and Sam came in carrying a tray. 

"What do you mean coming in here like this?" He was furious. 

“Well, I just thought maybe that you'd want a drink, Mr. Arnold, and I -—” 

His jaw dropped as his eyes lighted on Tom. The tray dropped from his limp hands and clanged 


on the floor. Still gaping fearfully he backed out through the doorway. Puzzled, Flash Arnold follow- 
ed him, shutting the door. 


"What's the matter with you, Sam?" 

“That feller in there, dressed in black," Sam gabbled, “do you know who he is?" 

“Do you?" 

“Yeah, he's the Raven! One of the worst outlaws in the country. He's a cold-blooded killer, Mr. 
Arnold. Never been beaten to the draw." 

“How do you know so much about him?” demanded Arnold suspiciously. 

“I worked in a saloon in New Mexico where he used to hang out.” 

Chuckling, Arnold gave Sam a note, telling him to keep his mouth shut. 

The waiter's recognition decided him, though Nevada, who had been knocked out by the man 
who called himself the Raven, was still hostile. Arnold pulled up a chair and leaned close to the 
smiling Marshal. 

"Raven, I sent for you because a U.S. Marshal is on his way to Gunsight. Naturally, that's liable 
to interfere with my business." 

“Huh, it shouldn't if your business is on the up and up." 

“Perhaps the Golden Nugget isn’t the only business I’m interested in,” grinned Arnold. 

“Well, if it is the only business," drawled Tom meaningly, *you're crazy! Gunsight is wide open.” 

“Well, it won't be when O'Malley gets here." 

* O'Malley?" said Tom, with finely simulated surprise. 

"Yeah. That's the marshal they're sending to take charge of this town. When he gets here I want 
you to take care of him." 

Suddenly Tom began shaking with inward amusement. Then he laughed outright, and still laugh- 
ing, handed the startled crook his own papers and badge. Flash gaped at them, then gasped: 

“Where did you get these?" 

"Off O'Malley," said Tom coolly. '*He's been trailing me for years." 
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“Sol”? murmered Nevada, blinking. 

“Well, he finally caught up with me," said Tom calmly. 

"That's good enough for me,” said Flash enthusiastically, taking off his dressing-gown. “You 
hang around until I get back.” 

Tom smiled secretly as the saloon proprietor hurried out by the back door. Mayor Blaine, 
interviewed by his chief assistant, was enthusiastic. 

“We’ve got a perfect set-up, Flash. The Raven is a stranger in town. He has O'Malley's badge 
and letter of introduction. Now all we've got to do is let him masquerade as the United States Mar- 
shal. The Law and Order Committee will never know the difference." 

“Oh, I dunno,” muttered Flash. “It’s liable to be risky.” 

"Nonsense! Why, this letter says that O'Malley is not expected to complete his investigation 
and make a report for fifteen days. Now that gives us ten days for a final clean-up and get out of the 
country. Don't forget, though,” he warned Flash. “I’m to be kept in the background. As far as the 
Raven knows, this little plan is entirely yours." 

So Tom O'Malley, in the guise of the Raven, set out to do what he had been ordered — clean up 
Gunsight. He felt that having wormed his way into the confidence of the crooks by his masquerade, 
he had already gone a long way towards doing so. In his hotel room, while he donned a clean outfit 
and the Marshal's shirt from his saddlebags, he had a word with Sam, his spy. 

Sam informed him that only once since he had been in the town had the stage been held up, and 
on that occasion it had been carrying gold and express money for the first time during several trips. 

"Which means," Tom pointed out, “that apparently the bandits know just when to hold up the 
stage and when not to." 

“By golly, you're right! Somebody on the inside's tippin’ 'em off." 

"Who runs the Gunsight's bank?" asked Tom. 

“The Mayor.” 

"Who's the express agent?" 

"There ain't any. The bank handles the express business." 

Thoughtfully Tom buckled on his heavy gunbelt. 

" Mayor Blaine seems to be a very important character in the town of Gunsight, Sam, and about 
the only one who'd know when the stage was carrying gold and currency.” 

"You're barking up the wrong tree," Sam decided. "Everybody's got a good word for Blaine. 
He's the last person you'd suspect." 

"That's just why he'll bear watching. You know, it takes a pretty smart man to control the votes 
and the business of a tough town like Gunsight, and it took a smart man to figure out this idea of hav- 
ing me pose as a Marshal.” 

"Flash Arnold's nobody's fool," grunted Sam. 

"Sammy, my friend," grinned Tom, placing a big hand on his assistant's shoulder, * sometimes 
you amaze me. Now listen very carefully. Flash Arnold didn't plant the Marshal idea until after he'd 
left the saloon and returned. He talked to someone who put him up to it, and that person is the some- 
one we've got to find.” 

“Well, maybe you're right,” Sam admitted, “but you're going to have a tough time pinning any- 
thing on Blaine." 

"That's what we're here for, Sam. All right, you run along. I'm due at the mayor's office. He's 
calling a meeting of the villagers to introduce me." 
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And the people of Gunsight, not forgetting the latest citizen, Ruth Ross, were only too glad to 
welcome the new marshal, alias the Raven, alias Tom O'Malley. 


But Mayor Blaine soon discovered that for a man supposed to be the murderous Raven, the actions 
of his newest recruit were a little peculiar. Finding that very few people attended the Rev. J oshua Ross' 
first Sunday service in the hotel lounge, Tom took everybody along to the Golden Nugget saloon, and 
surprised the inmates by suggesting that the parson should hold his service there. 

He was pushing in front of him two tough characters whom he had herded into the lounge, and 
the Golden Nuggeteers ‘vere so startled they even removed their hats when requested. Flash Arnold 
came down in a fury. 


"What's the meaning of all this nonsense?" he roared at Tom and the smiling parson. “Take your 
psalm-singing friends and get out of here!” 


"Sit down and take you hat off," said Tom coolly, and when Flash reached for his gun: “I wouldn't, 
Flash!” 

For a moment there was tense silence as their eyes battled, then Flash sat down. The parson went 
on with his service, but the biggest shock came when he had finished. Everybody was about to rise when 
Tom buttonholed the mayor. 

“Just a moment, please. Folks, I’ve been thinking that perhaps a saloon isn’t the proper place to 
hold church services, so I’m going to ask all of you to donate to a fund to build the parson a church. 

Pass around the hat, Mayor, and don’t forget your own donation.” 

Pleasantly as he said it, there was a sting in his words. Blaine’s face went black as thunder for a 
moment, then he laughed and dropped a note into his own big black sombrero. By the time he had made 
the rounds, there was a healthy collection from what must have been the parson’s queerest congregation. 
Pop Perkins, the white-haired old hotel keeper, was appointed treasurer until a committee could be 
formed. 

Tom was chatting to Ruth when Arnold, fighting down his anger, called him back into the saloon. 

“What’s the idea of double-crossing me? Just because you’re wearing a badge, you don’t have to let 
it go to your head!” 

"Listen, Flash,” said the Raven earnestly, “the only way to keep the better element of this town 
under control is apparently to play up to them.” 

“TU tell you what to do,” hissed Arnold. “I’m running this town.” 

"Don't be too sure," grinned Tom, and Arnold, fuming as he strolled away, was approached by the 
Mayor. 

"Looks as if you've got a wildcat by the tail and you can't let go." He handed Arnold a folded 
note. “Here`s your bank statement. I forgot to give it to you yesterday.” 

Sam, all eyes, saw Arnold reading the “bank statement” when he returned to the saloon. Figures 
were absent. It read: “The stage out of Green River this afternoon is carrying the combined payrolls of 
the Elkhorn and North Star mines.’ 


Sam was handy when Arnold seated himself at a table with Nevada and Pecos and two more gunmen, 
and called for a drink. He heard Arnold saying: 


“If you and Bart leave right away, you'll be able to get to the pass about midnight." 


And when he brought the beer he spilled it, and in brushing Arnold down with many apologies, 
managed to filch the note from his pocket and read it in a quiet corner. 
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Tom had just watched Pop Perkins depositing the collection in his safe and giving the parson a 
receipt, and was talking to Ruth on the porch of the hotel. 

"I really don’t know how to thank you for all you've done, Tom,” she said shyly. 

"I'm supposed to look after the worthwhile citizens,” he grinned. 

"After your work is finished in Gunsight, will you be leaving?” 

"Well," he drawled, “if I can establish law and order in this town, I might be assigned here per- 
manently.” 

"I hope so,” she said softly, and was glad of the hurried arrival of Sam to hide the rising color in 
her cheeks. 

The waiter took Tom aside and explained about the note and Arnold’s instructions to his men, 
named Bart and Joe. 

“That means they’re on the way to the pass right now,” muttered Tom. 

"I better get word to the boys at Oak Creek,” Sam whispered. “Maybe they can stop them." 

“No, Sam. Bart and Joe have got too much of a head start. If I leave here right now, I can get 
there in time to block the hold-up." 

"Sure, but if you're out of town that long, Arnold’s bound to suspect you 

Tom rubbed his chin. 

"You're right, Sam." He gripped his pal’s arm. “I’ve an idea how to frame an alibi!” 

At midnight the driver of the stagecoach suddenly pulled the horses to a standstill at a point where 
the trail dived between shadowy trees, one of which had fallen in their path. 

"Wait a minute," said the guard uneasily. “It might be an ambush.” 

"Well, we'll have to take a chance. We can’t get through here unless we move that log.” 

They had both climbed down and were busy with the log when two shadowy figures rose from the 
underbrush. 

"Come on, get 'em up!" snapped Bart. 

"Get back on the stage,” Joe ordered the tense stage coachmen, “ and unload that express box. 
Hurry it up, we ain't got all night!" 

“I haven't either,” said a cool voice behind them. “Drop those guns!” 

Bart and Joe, whirling, horror-stricken as they dropped their revolvers, could see nothing of the 
horseman who had the drop on them. He was masked, just a vague blur against the dark trees. But Bart's 
eye, wandering fearfully, lighted on one of his silver spurs which was glistening in a pencil of moonlight 
filtering through the foliage. 

“All right, boys, tie them up! Take them back to town and turn them over to the new marshal.” 
The mysterious rider watched the crooks being roped and flung into the coach, then he whirled his 
horse with an “Adios, amigos!” and thundered off into the night. 

They kept late hours at the Golden Nugget. Sam was still singing a range song, and anxiously 
watching the clock, which said twenty minutes past three, when the doors swung open and Tom O'Malley 
strode in, fresh as a daisy and winking surreptitiously at him. 

"Howdy, Marshal," grinned Flash, playing poker with some of his friends. ‘‘Sit in.” 

“Yeah,” drawled Tom, “THU sit in." 

There was great excitement in the town next morning when the stagecoach stopped outside Gun- 
sight’s new jail and the crew called out the Marshal, bundling their prisoners on to the porch. 

“These two hombres held us up, Marshal, and if it hadn't been for a strange-lookin’ gent showin’ up 
unexpectedly we'd have lost the payrolls." 
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“That’s interesting,” Tom grunted, poker-faced. “Any idea who he was?" 

*No, he was dressed all in black and had a black bandana over his face." But Bart and Joe, looking 
down, had recognized the Marshal’s unmistakable silver spurs, and were very puzzled. They voiced 
their wonder when Flash Arnold, calling while the Mayor was in Tom’s office filling in the complaint to 
be filed at the county seat, managed to have a word with them. 

“Just how much do you trust the Marshal?” whispered Bart to his boss through the bars. 

"There's no particular reason to mistrust him, Bart. Anyway, he doesn't know a thing about the 
hold-up last night." 

“Well,” Joe growled, “he’s the hombre that ambushed us, or I’m Wild Bill Hickock!” 

"You're crazy! O'Malley was in Gunsight last night.” 

“Maybe, but the man that held us up was the same size, had the same voice and wore the same kind 
of silver spurs.” 

“That doesn’t prove a thing," muttered Flash, though he was worried all the same. “Keep your 
mouths shut and I'll have you out of here before tomorrow." He went out into the office, and forcing a 
smile, drawled: “Can you imagine that, Marshal? Bart and Joe are positive you're the mysterious stran- 
ger that butted in on their little hold-up last night!" 

Tom's eyes were twinkling, but his face told the crook nothing. 

“Well, I'm willing to take the credit, but I don't happen to be a magician. It's a long way to the 
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pass. 

Mayor Blaine laughed. 

“Why, there isn’t a horse in the country that could cover the distance in one night!" 

“That’s only the half of it," grinned Flash, bottling down his anger. “He was in the Gold Nugget 
at three-thirty this morning, playing poker with me." 

The smiling Marshal didn't trouble to explain that his feat in getting back to Gunsight so quickly 
had been achieved not by the use of one horse, but by many. Sam had ridden to the camp of waiting 
deputy marshals at Oak Creck, telling them to place relays of horses between the pass and the camp, 
which was just outside Gunsight. His ride after the hold-up in the pass was so remarkable that it would 
have stirred the West had he made it known — a wild, pounding non-stop gallop, swinging from a tired 
horse to a fresh one with hardly a pause, racing through the night to fool the crooks of Gunsight. 

When Blaine, also worried now, left the office, Flash demanded that Bart and Joe be allowed to 
escape that night. 

“It can't be done, Flash,” drawled Tom to his surprise. *As long as I’m Marshal of Gunsight, I’ve 
got to keep up the pretense of enforcing the law." 

“I want them released tonight," Flash snarled. 

“It’s no go. If the boys had used their heads last night, they wouldn't be in this fix.” 

"No sense in you and I arguing, Marshal," said Flash, with a sudden dangerous calm. “Maybe they 
were a little dumb. I'm going to make up for it tonight, though!" 


Flash Arnold's move was to send Nevada and Pecos to break into the vault at the bank where the 
saved payrolls had been deposited in the usual way. But when they got there they found the vault open- 
ed, and occupied by the night watchman, who was tied hand and foot, gagged and blindfolded. They 
didn’t trouble to release the unfortunate man, but reported hastily to their chief. 

“Did he recognize you?” Flash demanded. 
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“No, he was blindfolded,” growled Pecos. 

Arnold’s eyes glittered angrily. 

“Tell O'Malley I want to see him upstairs." 

Tom was sitting alone, calmly listening to Sam’s singing, when Pecos buttonholed him. He faced 
Flash insolently in the upstairs office. 

"You're going to cross me up once too often,” Flash snarled. ‘“‘Where’s that payroll money from 
the bank?” 

“I don't know what you're talking about, Flash,” said Tom quietly, standing with his thumbs 
hooked in his gun-belt. 

“Don’t give me that! You stuck up the Gunsight Bank tonight and got away with those two mine 
payrolls." 

Tom smiled. 

“Supposing I did, is that any of your business?" He was trading on the Raven's reputation. 

“Pm going to make it my business," said Arnold violently. ''Me and the boys have got a split 
coming." 

“I didn't say I pulled the job, Flash, but even if I did, I wouldn't split with anybody." 

Out of the corner of his eye Tom saw a movement. His gun flashed out with amazing speed, and 
Nevada, sitting on a sofa at the far side of the room, screamed and nursed a numbed hand as his gun was 
torn from his grasp by the Marshal's deadly bullet. 

*Nevada," drawled the marksmen, “the only reason I didn't kill you is because you're going to be 
rather useful to me when I take over this town!” 

" Are you crazy?" Flash quavered. 

"No, I just know a good thing when I see it. You and your gang have been taking the gravy out of 
this town long enough. From now on I’m running things, and if any of your fellows think I'm not 
capable of backing my play, this is a good time to find out!" 

Tensely he waited. Nobody moved. The crooks were still too dumbfounded by the realization 
that they had invited a hornet into their nest. Contemptuously Tom went downstairs, to find the 
Mayor announcing agitatedly that his bank had been robbed. 

“Huh, PH look into it immediately, Mayor," Tom grunted. 

Mentally rubbing his hands, Blaine found Flash. 

“Nice work, Flash!" 

“Nice work for the Raven,” Arnold scowled. “He’s the one who robbed your bank!” 

Blaine paled. 

" Are you sure?" 

"He's as good as admitted it." 

"We've got to get rid of him, Flash," grated Blaine. 

"I've already arranged that with Nevada," said Flash coldly. 

"There's a simpler way,” said Mayor Blaine, evilly. “We’ll let the town of Gunsight take care of him. 
Have Pecos and Nevada drop a few casual remarks to the effect that O'Malley is the Raven. There's an old 
saying that a gossipy tongue is more dangerous than a gun." 

Blaine was a good psychologist. Tom began to feel the breeze even before midday next morning. 
People turned their backs on his cheery greetings. All over the town the gossips were at work, discovering 
suddenly that they had always thought him a suspicious character, that he had undoubtedly broken into 
the bank last night, and that Ruth and her father had never definitely seen the man he buried in the desert. 
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Tom found himself in bad odor with everybody except Ruth and the parson, and one or two 
people like Pop Perkins. Coming under cover to his office, Sam enlightened him. 


“That ain't all. Half the men in Gunsight are demanding that Mayor Blaine appoint a Vigilante 
Committee to arrest you!” 


“What’s Blaine's reaction?” 

Sam grinned. 

“Well, he's trying to protect you. Say, if you're suspected of impersonating a federal officer, the 
Department of Justice ought to be notified." 

“Blaine’s plenty smart, Sam. Look." Tom nodded to the papers on his desk. “His handwriting 
on this complaint matches the handwriting on this note, which proves he's definitely mixed up with 
Arnold and all those hold-ups." 

The next move of Blaine and Arnold against the man they believed to be the Raven came that 
night. Nevada had wangled himself into a game of chess with Pop Perkins in the deserted hotel lobby. 
While the old man was preoccupied, he tipped the wink to a tall figure in black which had appeared at 
the glass doors. 

Pop started as the marauder — masked by a black bandana — came in with a rush, hissing: 

“Up with 'em! Don’t make a move! Open that safe!" 

Nevada, who knew the raider was his friend, Pecos, made a show of resistance as Pop, hands half- 
raised, went to the safe. The old man turned when he had got the door open. But before he could 
fire the gun he had taken out, Pecos pulled the trigger. With a bullet in his shoulder, Pop Perkins col- 
lapsed. 


By the time a crowd, including Ruth and the parson, had rushed in, Pecos had cleared out several 
bags of money and raced upstairs. 
“I never seen him before," Pop murmered painfully. “I wouldn't know him if I saw him again.” 


“Well, I would!” roared Nevada, getting up dazedly. “It was O'Malley, that fake marshal! He was 
dressed in black, the same clothes he had when he first hit this town, and he had a black bandana over 
his face." 


Then Tom strolled in in his marshal's uniform. 

"Making statements you can't prove is rather dangerous, Nevada." 

“I intend to prove 'em," Nevada snarled venomously. "Let's search his room! Come on!" 

The mob was easily roused. Tom found a gun at his back, and was forced upstairs. It was not 
surprising that Nevada, who led the search, found the bags of money under the mattress on his bed, for 
that was where Pecos had arranged to plant them. 


“Well, that certainly proves Nevada was right, Mayor," said Flash Arnold, who had arrived with 
Blaine. 


“The whole thing is a frame-up," declared Tom. 


“Sure, it's a frame-up,” Arnold snapped, “between you and the parson! You pose as a marshal, 


take up a collection for the church, then steal it. You and the sky-pilot probably pulled the same thing 
in every town you hit!” 


It was a nice plot, fitting in everywhere with what the citizens of Gunsight knew of Tom and the 
parson. 


Next moment Tom's voice rang out, as he grabbed the gun from the unwary man behind him and 
backed to the window. 


“Stand right where you are, everybody! Don't move!” 
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He was running along the roof of the porch before anyone moved. As shots crashed from the 
window he made a flying leap to the branches of a slender tree that grew close, and shot down, tear- 
ing skin from his palms in the process. He had mounted and was thundering out of the town before 
the angry men could get their horses. 

For miles out of Gunsight the vengeance posse chased the framed marshal; but when he slid down 
into a convenient gully they missed him, pounding past while he kept his horse quiet. Grinning, Tom 
returned to Gunsight by a different route, determined that before the night was over he would trap 
Blaine and Arnold and find the stolen money. 


Pecos threw several bags of money on Flash’s table. 

“The gold dust from the bank hold-up was in the hotel safe along with the church money,” he 
grinned. 

"Nice work, Pecos,” Arnold crowed. “And now, with the Raven out of the way, our worries are 
over." 

But already Tom O'Malley was back in town and speaking urgently to Ruth in the shadows behind 
the jail. He had waylaid her as she was returning to the hotel after seeing her jailed father. At first she 
was angry with him, but managing to convince her of his innocence, he persuaded her to ride out to Oak 
Creek and bring back the four deputy marshals who were awaiting his orders. 

Tom's next move was to creep around to the back of the Golden Nugget and find Sam McGee. 
Learning that Flash Arnold was upstairs, he gave his startled assistant his identification card, which, 
because it contained a photo of himself, he had never shown the crooks. 

“Take this identification card to him. Tell him you found it when you were searching my room at 
the hotel." 

“Then the fat will be in the fire!” gasped Sam. 

“That’s just what I want," Tom grinned. "If it scares him bad enough, he'll take it to Blaine. I'll 
follow him, and then, if they try for a getaway with the money, I'll catch them and have the evidence we 
need." 

Sam nodded, telling his chief to watch the back stairs, for that was the way Arnold would leave. 
Flash was in a fury when the fake waiter showed him the card. 

““O’Malley’s played us for a bunch of dummies,” he snarled to Pecos and Nevada. 

The time for the getaway had come. Flash didn't know what game the Marshal was playing, but he 
was certain it would do himself and his associates no good. Ordering the gunmen to get horses and meet 
him outside Blaine's office, he rushed out by the back way, and was followed there by Tom O'Malley. 
The bluff was working! 

Outside a window Tom heard Flash's hurried explanations. 

"Well," grunted Blaine, "there's no reason why I should leave town. Nobody's got anything on me.’ 

“If you think I'm going to take the blame for this alone," Arnold flared, you're mistaken! We're 
in this deal together, and we're going to stay together —— or else!" 

Blaine rose, shrugging. 

“All right, Flash, PU get the rest of the money." Tom's eyes gleamed as the banker drew aside the 
rug in the center of his floor and pulled up a trap-door. Kneeling, he reached down. Still kneeling, he 
shot Flash dead in one treacherous move with the gun that had been concealed amongst the bags of 
money. 


? 
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Even Tom hadn’t expected that act. Smiling evilly, Blaine returned the gun to the cache and had 
pulled the carpet back into position and risen to his feet when a cold voice froze him. 

“It looks like you overplayed your hand this time, Blaine!" 

The banker turned, his eyes shooting to the steady gun in the hand of the Marshal. 


“I’m glad you got here, Marshal!” he gasped. “I just caught Arnold in the act of robbing my 
bank, and I ——" 


“Blaine,” said Tom coldly, ‘“‘you’re under arrest.” 

A sound at the doorway made the Marshal whirl around. It was Pecos, arriving with Nevada, who 
fired first. His bullet hummed by Tom's ear. Tom snapped off a shot at the gunmen by the door. 
Then a wild shot from Nevada shattered the lamp on the table. Darkness shut down on them. 

Yellow flame stabbed the blackness as Tom crashed off another shot at the shadowy figures 
glimpsed by the door. Pecos dropped to the floor, firing from that safer position. Things began to get 
hotter still for the outnumbered marshal as Blaine groped for the gun on the desk and joined in. 

The position was untenable. He darted to another doorway giving on to the main office, and, still 
firing, backed to the cashiers’ cages. Mad with fury, Blaine and his henchmen followed, carrying on a 
running gun battle from the shadows. 

Right out into the street Tom backed, keeping the crooks occupied with the bullets he sent whist- 


ling into the smoke-filled bank. People who had gathered, attracted by the firing, scattered hurriedly 
as the crooks returned his fire. 


Then Blaine made a bold move. 

“Grab him, boys!” he roared. “It’s the Raven!” 

Before he could make a break for it, Tom found himself grabbed by the misguided men behind 
him. Blaine and Pecos and Nevada joined them triumphantly. 

“Take him to jail, and see that he don't get away this time." 

Struggling, Tom roared: 

“Blaine is the man you want!” 

Jeers greeted him. Then a cool voice broke in. 

“Hold it!” 

Sam, in his waiter’s apron, was on the edge of the crowd, covering them. 

“Step over here, Tom,” he drawled. He nodded to Blaine and the two gunmen. “Arrest those men.” 

"Where do you get that stuff, giving us orders?” roared one of the men. 

“I’m deputy U.S. Marshal McGee,” said the waiter, and, as Ruth rode up with four men: “These 
men are from the Department of Justice.” 

“That’s right,” grinned one of the marshals. We're working under orders from O'Malley here.” 

Tom grinned at the discomfited crooks. 

“Take them to jail, boys,” he ordered, “and release Parson Ross.” 

When the Marshal, his work done, accompanied the stagecoach carrying his prisoners out of Gun- 
sight, he left behind him a law-abiding town, and a girl who knew that it wouldn’t be long before he 
returned to marry her. His parting kiss proved that! 
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NORTH OF THE RIO GRANDE 


“I say that it was no accident at all. Buddy was shot deliberately in the back; and it was 
Deputy-Sheriff Plunkett who shot him.” 

As Lucky Jenkins’ voice rang out over the courthouse a stir went round the packed room and 
uneasy glances were exchanged. Lucky was well known and well liked among those rough.miners, and 
they all knew that he and the dead man, Buddy Cassidy, into whose death the inquiry was now being 
held, had been members of the posse that had been pursuing the notorious bandit, Lone Wolf. 

But the accusation just thrown out was a serious one, and hence their uneasiness. The identity of 
Lone Wolf was still unknown. He and other members of his gang had been terrorizing the district for 
months past, and no one, so far, had been able to discover who he was. Lucky’s accusation, unless he 
had some very definite proof in support of it, was disturbing them not a little. 

Their eyes strayed from Lucky to the coroner, Henry Stoneham. But they saw no uneasiness in 
his face. All that they saw was a slightly pitying smile, as though he was scarcely inclined to take such 
a statement seriously. But re-assurance came to them then. Stoneham was the most respected citizen 
in the town. He would know how to handle the situation. 

“Mr. Jenkins," said Stoneham smoothly. “I am quite ready to allow that because the deceased 
was a Close friend of yours, and you are not unnaturally distressed at his death, but unless you can 
bring substantial proof of such an accusation against an officer of this town you can scarcely expect 
any of us to pay serious attention to it. Even if you fancied you saw ——” 

“I didn't fancy it — I saw it.” 

Plunkett was about to break in, but the coroner held up his hand gently. 

“One moment, please," he said. 

He turned back to the witness. 

“Mr. Jenkins," he went on smoothly, “I believe that some months ago — you'll correct me if Pm 
wrong — there was a mistake in your accounts which, at the time, you were quite positive you hadn't 
made. Possibly you remember the incident?" 

For a moment there was silence. Jenkins was frowning angrily. He remembered the incident 
only too well, and was wondering vaguely how it had come to the coroner's ears. It had caused a little 
stir at the ranch at which he had been working, for he had been positive at the time, and had said so, 
that the mistake in his accounts had been due to someone else, though he had discovered later, and had 
been forced to admit it, that the error had been his own. 

"Wasn't that so, Mr. Jenkins?" went on the coroner. 

The young man nodded sullenly. 

"Yes, it was," he admitted. “J admit I had made a mistake then, and I owned up to it, what's 
more, but ——" ` 

Here, however, Stoneham came in quickly, though still quite smoothly. 

“Mr. Jenkins,” he said, “we all make mistakes at times, but having done so once you will naturally 
see that it is quite possible you have done so again. It is impossible for me, as coroner of this court, to 
accept uncorroborated evidence — especially against one of our own officers.” 

There was a murmur of approval at that. The feeling had swung around in Plunkett’s favor. 

“Who saw it besides yourself, Lucky?” shouted someone. 

“If you can’t produce anyone to corroborate your statement, Mr. Jenkins, I think you had better 
stand down," said Stoneham. 

With an angry gesture Jenkins left the stand and the court, followed by one or two jeering calls. 
But the coroner, with a lift of his hand, silenced them and proceeded to sum up. 
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It was a good speech and a fair one. He touched on the incident of Jenkins, but by no means 
harshly. He declared it to be merely the statement of a young man they all knew well and liked also, 
but a young man whose distress at the death of his great friend had most probably caused him to 
fling out a reckless and entirely unsubstantiated charge. By the time he had finished his speech and 
had suggested to the jury that they should bring in a verdict of accidental death he had not only 
succeeded in exonerating the deputy-sheriff, but he had smoothed over the slight animus that had 
been beginning to rear its head against young Jenkins. 

Then the jury, after putting their heads together for a few moments, announced that they were 
all agreed on their verdict, and that it was “Accidental Death.” 


It was a very miserable Jenkins who, two days later, rode into the ranch where Cassidy worked. 
For Cassidy had loved his young brother Buddy dearly, and Jenkins knew the shock that he was going 
to give him. 

Even more miserable still was he when he saw Cassidy coming to meet him, for the cheeriest 
smile was on the latter's clean-shaven face. 

“Why, Lucky," he exclaimed, “never expected to see you, of all people. How's Buddy, and what's 
the news down at Cottonwood?" 

And then, with a startled note in his voice as Lucky made no answer, he went on: 

“What’s the trouble, son? Nothing wrong with Buddy, is there?" 

Jenkins swallowed hard. 

"Cassidy — I—just don't know ——” 

As he saw the quick fear leap into the other's eyes his voice trailed away. But he had seen Cassidy's 
jaw come out, and he knew that he had nerved himself to meet the blow. And the quietness of the 
elder man's voice when at last he spoke made him realize that now the truth must be told. 

"T've very bad news about Buddy, Cassidy," he said gently. 

For a moment he saw the other's eyes close. Then he heard him begin to speak—hurt beyond 
measure at the dreadful calm in his voice. 

"I'm all right, Lucky. Tell me everything,” he said. 

Cassidy never moved during the long recital. Only when Jenkins at last had come to the end of it 
did he speak. 

“You're certain that Plunkett shot him from behind?” 

“I’m positive of it, Cassidy. But I had no one but myself who saw it." 

After a while the older man spoke again. | 

“I reckon I ought never to have let him go to Cottonwood,” he said, “but he was anxious to go — 


so keen to find this Lone Wolf. But you're talking nonsense son, when you say that Stoneham's in this, 
too." 


Jenkins shrugged forlornly. 

“I had the definite impression that he was playing for Plunkett and against me. He was darned 
clever over it all, and he and Plunkett left the courthouse together. Stoneham was smiling as if he was 
mighty pleased about something." 

Cassidy shook his head. 

"I've heard quite a lot of queer things about this guy Plunkett,” he said. “But Stoneman’s O.K. 
I've just been thinking that as none of 'em know me down in Cottonwood ——” 
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Jenkins broke in quickly. 

"What are you going to do, Cassidy?” 

The elder man looked up. There was a strange smile playing about the corners of his lips, and 
Jenkins, who had seen that same smile before, knew that it meant big trouble for someone. 

"*D'you think I’m letting this thing rest here, Lucky? The man who killed Buddy has got to 
answer for it. Now, listen." 


Cassidy, after his usual manner when deliberately going into an enemy country, laid his plans 
with his customary cunning and caution. That is to say, he strolled one day into the Sagebrush dance 
hall as if he had just bought the place and pocketed the receipt, gave the “glad eye" to several of the 
pretty girls there, treated several of the loungers to drinks, and made himself deliberately rude to 
Crowder, the proprietor. In addition to which he gave out his name as Dynamite McGrew, and very 
soon made it pretty clear that he lived by his wits and didn't care who knew it. Long before he had 
lounged out again he had got it firmly established in the minds of most of those present that he was 
pretty quick with his gun and was quite prepared to use it on anyone who crossed his path. 

In consequence of this, when he entered the saloon a few days later, Crowder, who had been 
watching him pretty closely, drifted over to him and sat down by his side. 

"Drink, McGrew?" he queried. 

Cassidy nodded. 

"Don't mind if I do." 

With the production of the drinks Crowder began. 

"Lookin' for a job, McGrew?” 

"Might be — if it's anythin' worth while." 

Crowder watched him through narrowed eyes. 

“Reckon I could find a job for a man who could shoot straight and doesn't ask too many questions. 
The lay's pretty good, too, if he keeps his eyes open and his mouth shut." 

Cassidy surveyed him scornfully. It came to him that he was getting on the trail at last. He had 
had an idea for some time that Crowder was a crook. But he had lived too long not to know that the 
man who can bluff the best is the man who eventually scoops the pool. 

“What the blazes do you take me for, Crowder?" he demanded roughly. “The only job that inter- 
ests me is givin’ orders — not takin’ 'em." 

“The man I work for ——"' began the other, but Cassidy broke in once more as he rose from the 
table. 

"If you want anything out of me,” he snapped, “‘you can produce him and I'll talk to him. If you 
can't, you can keep him. Second-hand goods don't interest me.” 

He lounged across the room to where old Windy was sitting at the piano. For the old man had 
accepted a job at the dance hall as pianist at Cassidy's suggestion. 

Cassidy's left eye fluttered at him, but his voice was as rough as could be. 

“Get busy on them ivories," he exclaimed, “and do it quick. I reckon this place wants livenin’ up 
a bit." 

As Windy got busy, Cassidy strolled over to the bar and called loudly for a drink. Out of the cor- 
ner of his eye he could see that Crowder was watching him keenly and that there was a scowl on his face. 

"Wonder what his next move will be?" he reflected. 
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He hadn’t to wait very long, however, for the following day, while he was in the sallon playing 
poker with several of the men he suspected of being in league with Crowder, the latter strolled over 
to the table and stood watching them. 

When the game was finished and the men had drifted away, he sat down beside Cassidy, who 
was still fingering the cards. 

“Thought any more of what I said to you yesterday, McGrew?” was his first question. 

Not a muscle of Cassidy’s face moved. He was playing with the chips, but a thrill was over him. 

“Not likely," he retorted contemptuously. "You're wastin’ your time, Crowder.” 

The other glanced at him, lowering his voice. 

“The man I work for wants to meet you, McGrew.” 

"What's his name?" 

“Lone Wolf." 


Cassidy's face was devoid of expression as he gazed steadily in front of him. The cards were in 
his hands at last, but he knew that it would need all his skill to play them properly. At the very first 
sign of interest his companion's suspicions would be on the alert. 

“Now you're talking," he growled. “For the first time we're beginning to get somewhere. If 
he's got anythin’ interestin' to tell me, I don't mind meetin’ him.” 

“I think it might be arranged.” 

“What the blazes is the good of thinkin’?” retorted Cassidy roughly. “I either meet him or I don't. 
I can't waste my time in talkin’ to hombres like you.” 

“You talk pretty big, don't you?” snapped the other angrily. 

Cassidy laughed scornfully. 

“If you fancy it’s all talk, Crowder, I'll soon show you it isn't!" he rejoined, as his hand went to 
his holster. “I’m takin’ no lip from you or ——” 

But the other laid his hand on his arm. His suspicions were fading away now. 

“Listen, McGrew,” he said. “Lone Wolf will see you this evening, and I’ll take you to him myself. 
But he's a pretty tough hombre to monkey with. So if ——" 

But Cassidy broke in with a laugh. 


“Oh, forget it," he retorted. ‘‘There’ll be two of us now, and if he's any tougher than I am you'll 
be seein' some fun." 


Cassidy and Crowder rode out together that evening to a lonely shack in the mountains, though as 
they came near to it Cassidy — in keeping with the character he was assuming — drew his gun. 

“If you're playin’ any funny stuff on me, Crowder ——" he began, but the other endeavored to 
reassure him with a smile. 


“You won't want that gun, Cassidy,” he said. “The Lone Wolf is here to talk real business with 


you. 
j “He'll regret it if he isn’t,” retorted Cassidy Laconically. “If there's any monkey business goin’ on 
he'll find I'm as quick as he is." 

They found a man waiting for them at the door of the shack. He had a gun in his hand which 
pointed at Cassidy as he entered. 

“The chief's waiting for you inside," he said, addressing Crowder. 

Crowder whispered to him as Cassidy went in. 
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“Be ready to plug him if he tries any funny stuff.” 

The other nodded acquiescence. 

Cassidy sat at the table, outwardly perfectly indifferent, though with a slightly contemptuous 
smile on his lips. For the lower portion of the face of the man he had come to see was covered with a 
mask, his slouch hat was pulled well down over his eyes, and the latter were covered with a pair of 
strong spectacles. Crowder sat by his side and Cassidy could see that his right hand was near his holster. 

A plate of bread and meat and an urn of coffee were on the deal table; from the cards and chips 
lying about it was evident that a game of poker had been taking place. 

“So you're the guy that calls himself Lone Wolf, are you?” asked Cassidy, with a slight touch of 
contempt in his voice. 

The answer came back gutturally in an obviously disguised voice. 

"I am! And you are Dynamite McGrew? You wish to work for me?" 

Cassidy had been doing some quick thinking. He knew that even the tiniest false move meant 
death to him, but he had bluffed successfully so far, and he was carrying on his bluff to the end. 

His laugh held a shade of contempt. 

"The money will have to be good to tempt me," he said. "Chicken feed doesn't interest me. 
Let's hear what you've got to say, and make it snappy.” 

“You talk very big, my friend.” 

“If you think it’s only talk, take another guess.” 

“Can you hold up a train?” 

“I should say so." 

“T want one held up tomorrow night.” 

Cassidy’s brain worked quickly. He knew that there was a train coming through the district 
carrying the president of the railway and a big consignment of gold. 

“Why can’t you do it yourself?” he retorted insolently. 

“I want someone to do it for me.” 

Cassidy lay back in his chair, studying the other with slightly veiled contempt. 

*Reckon it's about the first time I’ve run across a guy who could hold up a train, and yet wanted 
a glass in each eye to disguise himself.” 

The Lone Wolf’s voice was ominous when he replied. 

“My friend,” he said, “one of these days you'll get into trouble.” 

“I’m always trying to,” retorted Cassidy. “Stick to business if it’s real business. What's my cut 
of this holdup?” 

There were a lot of poker chips lying before the Lone Wolf, and without a word he drew them 
towards him and proceeded to arrange them into two piles — one large and one small one. With a 
gesture he indicated the small one for Cassidy. 

All, however, that the latter did was to shrug his shoulders contemptuously. Drawing the pile to 
himself, he deliberately stacked them into two level piles. 

Then he turned to the two men. 

“That’s my way of arranging ’em,” he said laconically as he rose to his feet. “Take it or leave it.” 

As he strolled out of the doorway he was chuckling to himself, for the Lone Wolf had accepted 
the terms. As he passed the man who was still standing in the doorway he surveyed him with a con- 
temptuous smile. 

"Where would you have plugged me?” he demanded easily. 
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A scowl came to the other’s face. 

* Where you'd never have recovered from it," he retorted. 

Cassidy laughed lightly. 

“Keep your lead till tomorrow,” he replied. “You may be wanting it.” 


The president's train had been held up, the gold had been stolen from it, and the bandits had 
made their getaway. And, needless to say, the town was humming with the news. 

The only man, apparently, however, who treated the affair with total unconcern, was Cassidy, 
even though he was fully alive to the danger of the desperate game he was playing. For though he 
knew quite well the identity of all the bandits who had been acting with him in the hold-up on the 
previous night in his character of Dynamite McGrew, he was still utterly ignorant of who the Lone 
Wolf could be. And therein he saw his danger. Lucky Jenkins and Windy were keeping watch for him 
and were keeping him supplied with all the necessary information about the members of the gang 
whom he knew. But the identity of the man he wanted most of all to catch was still hidden from him. 

All these thoughts were in his mind as he made his way the following morning to the railway 
station. For now he had determined at any cost to see the president of the railway, who was still on 
the train, and put him wise as to what was really going on. Danger, extreme danger, lay in his decision, 
and he knew it. But he had taken chances all his life, and he was taking yet another one now. 

As he stepped on to the train he was stopped by one of the officials, who demanded what he 
wanted, but Cassidy was ready for this, and his gun dug into the other's ribs in a flash. 

“Just take me along to where your president is, brother,” he said gently. "I've got a few words I 
want to say to him." 

Goodwin, president of the railway, was on his feet in a moment as the two stood in the doorway. 

But Cassidy merely put his gun in its holster and his engaging smile spread across his face. 

“Just a little talk with you, Mr. Goodwin," he said. “It’s rather important that I see you alone, 
and that's why I've forced my way in. Though you can have my gun with pleasure if you're scared of 
it.” 

For a few moments the president stared at him as if bewildered. But very few men could look at 
that steady gaze and slow, disarming smile of Hopalong Cassidy and not be reassured. 

He addressed his man. 

“That’s all right,” he said. “You can leave me." 

Cassidy sat down, laying his gun on the table within the other’s reach. Then, as the door closed, 
he spoke. 

“I’m known in this town as Dynamite McGrew,” he said slowly, “but the real name is Cassidy. 
You doubtless want to know who held up your train last night and got away with your gold. Well, 
actually, I did, but, unfortunately, it was necessary. You see, like a lot of others, I'm after the man 
they cal] the Lone Wolf, and the only way of getting him was to pretend to be working with him.” 

He proceeded to relate the rest of his story while the other listened spellbound. Finally, when 
Cassidy had come to the end, he spoke. 

“You’re a brave man, Mr. Cassidy. You're running a most tremendous risk and ——” 

“I’ve been runnin’ 'em all my life, so we'll forget that part of it,” rejoined Cassidy. “But I thought 


I'd better come along and see you, and get this thing straightened out in case something happened to 
me unexpected-like.” 
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“I’m very glad you have, Mr. Cassidy,” answered Goodwin. “As a matter of fact, I’ve had 
Stoneham along to see me this morning about last night’s hold-up. He’s scouring the country now, 
and between you and me it would be wiser if you went along and told him what you’ve just told 
me. You see, your name came up in our conversation this morning and ——"' —a smile came to his 
lips" Dynamite McGrew has been earning a bit of a reputation for himself lately.” 

Cassidy grinned. 

“He had to,” he replied. 

"Exactly," rejoined Goodwin, *but you mustn't forget that Stoneham is the chief person in 
this town, and is as anxious as the rest of us for the capture of the Lone Wolf and the cleaning up of 
this town. He told me himself that he knows Crowder is in with the Lone Wolf, so, as he's working 
with us, the very best thing you can do is to go along and see him. Then the three of us can work 
together." 

Cassidy rose to his feet and picked up his gun. 

"If you're quite sure you can trust him ——" he began, but the other cut him short with a 
smile. 

“You need have no anxiety on that score, Mr. Cassidy," replied Goodwin. “Mr. Stoneham is an 
honest man whose reputation in this town has never yet been questioned. My advice to you is to go 
straight to him and tell him everything you've said to me. Between the three of us we ought to be able 
to find out at last the identity of the Lone Wolf." 

Cassidy put out his hand. 

“Good enough," he replied. "I'll go down and see him right away and let you know what we 
decide upon." 

A quarter of an hour later the clerk ushered him into Stoneham's office, and it struck Cassidy in 
a moment that Stoneham was regarding him with some suspicion. But it merely made him chuckle to 
himself, for he knew only too well that as Dynamite McGrew he had already made his name notorious 
in the town. 

"Sit down here, McGrew. What can I do for you?” 

Cassidy smiled. 

“Quite a lot of things, Mr. Stoneham. First of all, let me tell you that I've just been having a chat 
with the president of the railway, and he advised me to come along and see you." 

" About what?" 

“About that hold-up last night. As I told him, I was the chap who did it, but, as I also told him, 
my name isn’t McGrew at all, but Hopalong Cassidy, and ——" 

The words trailed away from hislips. He knew his mistake now, and he was wondering vaguely 
how it was that he never guessed before. For he was looking into a gun, and he needed no telling that 
the man behind it meant business. 

"I shouldn't move if I were you, Mr. Cassidy!" 

Cassidy wasn't moving. He was just staring dumbly at Stoneham's hand that lay on the table. 
For when he had interviewed Lone Wolf he had noticed a perculiar ring that lay on one of the fingers 
of his left hand; and now on that hand that lay on the table before him he saw the same ring! 

For the space of seconds even Cassidy's usually cool brain was awhirl. He had blundered straight 
into the trap, and not only was he looking death in the face, but he had, in addition, told the Lone 
Wolf that he had double-crossed him! 

“So you are the Lone Wolf!” 
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An evil smile came to the other’s face. 

“And you are Hopalong Cassidy. I’m grateful to you, my friend, for what you have told me. 
I've had a suspicion from the start that you were not what you made yourself out to be, but I never 
dreamed that you'd come and tell me of your own accord. I'm afraid you lose, Cassidy." 

Cassidy's pluck never deserted him even then. 

"You're wrong, Stoneham, you won't get away with ——" 

But that was as far as he ever got, for at that moment a shot came from behind him, and he 
felt a sharp, searing pain flash into his left shoulder. 

And then Stoneham spoke. 

“Take his guns and tie him up against the wall. We've got to get busy. Don't try moving, 
Cassidy, for worse things might happen to you." 

Cassidy never moved. The shot had come from behind him, and he felt his guns being taken 
from him. With his hand nursing his wounded shoulder he saw from the corner of his eye Stoneham's 
clerk come around the table. 


But Stoneham's gun was still trained on him, and he knew only too well that one move from 
him might be the last he ever made. 

Between them they tied him up securely and propped him against the wall with a gag in his 
mouth. Stoneham, who had been busy transferring the contents of his safe to his pocket, eyed him 
with an evil smile. 

“This is where we part, Mr. Cassidy," he said. “They tell me that you usually catch your man, 
but this, it seems, is where your man catches you." 

Cassidy watched him go out, watched the door close behind him. Such bitterness as he had 
never known was on him now as he thought of the way he had bungled the whole affair. He struggled 
fiercely with his bonds, but the hands that had tied them were no inexperienced hands, and after some 
minutes of furious struggling he sank back once more against the wall, fighting for breath. 

And then suddenly he heard soft footsteps coming along the passage, and the next moment the 
door was pushed open and a girl looked in. 

Cassidy recognized her in a flash, and his heart gave a quick bound, for she was Faro Annie, one 
of the dance-girls at the hall, and he had chatted to her many times. 

Then suddenly she saw him and gave a quick cry as she shrank back. But the next moment she 
was down on her knees beside him, had pulled the gag from his mouth, and in a few moments had cut 
his cords, and he was frce. 

"What's happened? Who did this?" she demanded. 

“Stoneham — have you seen him?” 

“No, but I wanted to. Oh, your shoulder — it's bleeding. You must let me ——" 

But Cassidy was out of the room before the sentence was completed. He had blundered badly, 
but there was still time to retrieve that blunder. 

Old Windy, in the meanwhile, was waiting down at the station under Cassidy's instructions when 
he saw Stoneham hurriedly approaching. 

"Where's the president?” demanded Stoncham. 

*Durned if I know! He went up to the town some time back." 

“Can you drive a train?” 

"Sure I can drive a train.” 

“Then you'll drive this one.” 
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Old Windy stared at him. 

“Take another guess, mister. I ain't drivin’ no trains today ——” 

But as he felt Stoneham’s gun tucked into his ribs his voice changed. 

“All right, mister —— I reckon Ill drive that train for you.” 

“Like blazes you will," replied Stoneham as he pushed him unceremoniously on the footplate 
of the engine. “Now, get busy and let her rip!” 

Cassidy reached the station just in time to see the train disappearing in the distance. 


The news had spread fast, and the leading citizens of the town had turned out en masse. For 
Crowder and the rest of the gang had ridden out of the town soon after Stoneham had made his get- 
away on the train, and Cassidy and Lucky had whipped up an armed posse to follow them. Though 
even they, as they rode swiftly away, would have been a little surprised to know that Crowder and 
his gang, even though they knew the game was up and were flying from justice, were far more con- 
cerned with catching up with Stoneham. 

For now Crowder had discovered that Stoneham had double-crossed them, and, without a word 
to them, had made his escape with most of the spoils. And while they knew quite well that escape 
had become necessary for them, they were at the moment furious at the way they had been tricked, 
and thirsted for Stoneham’s blood. 

And so it was that both parties were making for the same spot. For Crowder and his men knew 
that by taking a short cut across the mountains they could intercept the train and exact vengeance on 
the man who had deceived them. 

But Cassidy knew that also, and he and his men were hot on their heels. 

It was only a short fight. The pursuers came up with the pursued before they ever reached the 
spot for which they were making, and some of them had been shot and the rest of them had been 
captured even as the train came in sight around the distant bend. But it was as the train was approach- 
ing that Jenkins, running across the track to rejoin his companions, caught his foot between the rail 
and fell heavily to the ground. And it was while he was shouting for help with the train rushing 
swiftly to meet him that Cassidy saw him. 

For a second or so Cassidy’s brain stood still. He saw Jenkins lying across the track of the train 
that was rushing furiously towards him, straining and tugging at the foot which refused to budge. But 
he saw something else as well, and that something was the switch nearby which, if pulled, would send 
the train rocketing on to a siding. 

It was a terrible decision with which to be faced — probably the worst decision he had ever had to 
face in his adventurous life. If he let the train continue in its course it meant a certain and terrible 
death for his friend. Yet if he pulled the switch it meant other things equally as bad, if not worse. 
For he had no idea who might be on the train that was now hurtling towards him. As in a dream, he 
could see two men on the engine, one of whom he guessed, rather than knew, to be Stoneham. How 
many others might there be on the train as well? 

But he made his decision even as all these dreadful thoughts raced through his brain. For young 
Jenkins had always been to him as a son — and he couldn’t stand by calmly and see him killed. 

With one bound he had gained the switch, and even as the train thundered up to him he pulled 
the lever over with all his might, saw the train rock, sway, hurtle across the points, staggering around 
the curve. Though even as it did so he staggered back to shut out the sight from his eyes, for at that 
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moment as the engine rushed past him he had seen a scene that he knew would live in his memory 
for the rest of his life. Not Stoneham alone on that engine, but Windy — Windy, the old man he 
loved, and with an agonized expression on his face. 

And then came a tremendous roar as the train swung over the side and crashed down into the 
valley below. 

"Hoppy — what's the matter?" 

Jenkins, released, had staggered to his feet. But all the life had gone from Cassidy's face, and 
he was gazing over the valley with eyes that were dumb with horror. 

"Hoppy — what is it? What's the matter?" 

"Windy — he was on that engine — I saw him! Stoneham had his gun in his hand. He'd 
forced Windy to drive —— and I've killed him!” 

For a moment there was silence, broken only by the rattling of dislodged rocks. Footsteps 
were heard from behind, but Jenkins held up his hand. From down below in the valley they could 
see the flames coming up from the wreckage. 

And then, as if moved by one common impulse, they all rushed forward. Windy might still be 
alive! 

Lucky was never quite sure of the rest. He and Cassidy were scrambling down the mountain 
slope to where the blazing engine lay when suddenly both gave a simultaneous cry and stopped short. 

"Come and get me out of this, durn you! Think I want to stay in this durned old cactus bush 
all day?" 

They just fell down helplessly. Laughter — hysterical laughter — swept over them. For, not 
fifty yards away, not mangled and dead as they had believed, but alive and sitting up in the middle 
of a big cactus bush, cursing volubly and demanding to be helped out at once, was —— Windy! 

Though both Cassidy and Jenkins, at the sheer and utter relief of it all, were still laughing so 
much that it was quite a long time before they could release the indignant old man. 

Down below, crushed almost beyond recognition, they found the body of the man who had 
terrorized the district for years past — the Lone Wolf, alias Henry Stoneham. 
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